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Zechariah made a fist in a flash; just a split second later, with the 
sound and force of a bear trap, Killer's fangs snapped shut where his 
fingers would have been had he not pulled them back. The 
wolfhound growled; a deep, vibrating sound that came deep in his 
chest and sounded frightening. The animal's neck fur bristled, and 
Zacharias could see its mighty muscles tensing in anticipation of the 
leap. 

He took a step back. As he was about to make a second one, his 
back bumped hard against the edge of the large workbench on the 
left side of the barn. The pain brought tears to his eyes, but he bit 
back every sound. Killer followed his every move with wide, 
sparkling eyes full of suspicion. He didn't move, but his muscles 
stayed tense. 

Zacharias’ mind raced as he gazed around the barn. Desperately 
he looked for an escape route or at least a hiding place. Things 
weren't looking good for him. Killer was an adult wolfhound who was 
not only faster and stronger than he was, but also smart. Maybe he 
had one chance if he got out of that damn barn, but like this... 


He pushed off the edge of the workbench that had just slammed 
so hard against his back, faked a movement to the left, and then 
threw himself around in mid-leap. At the same time, he pulled his 
head between his shoulders. Killer jumped. The wolfhound's forty 
kilograms catapulted toward Zacharias—and over him as he 
suddenly changed direction again. 

Zach gleefully watched the tremendous splintering and crashing 
as Killer slammed into the workbench and went down in a shower of 
tools and lumber as he himself sprinted toward the open door. 

He had barely reached it when he heard Killer spin around, paws 
scrabbling furiously, and let out an angry bark. Maybe he would 
make it. Out of the barn, to the left, and then three, maybe four steps 
to the house - yes, he could do it. 

At least, that's what he thought, until Killer lunged at him and 
yanked him off his feet with such force that he rolled over three or 
four times before landing in a huge cloud of dust. 

Coughing and panting, he pushed himself to his feet, only to fall 
again as the wolfhound threw himself on top of him and buried him. 
Killer's gaping jaws drew closer to his face while his huge paws 
pinned Zach's upper body to the ground. Zach's fingers dug into the 
dog's fur. Desperately he tried to push the dog's mouth away from 
him. He wasn't strong enough. Killer fought down his resistance 
without particularly noticing it. His hot breath stroking Zach's face, 
Zach cocked his head back, gasping from the effort - 

and began to giggle shrilly, breathlessly, because Killer's tongue, 
licking criss-cross his face, was rough as sandpaper, but it also 
tickled him quite horribly. 

“Zacharias! Killer!" 

Zacharias sat up, startled, and Killer jumped back a little too, 
suddenly looking almost startled, which was certainly due to the 
punishing tone in Zacharias' mother's voice. Killer knew that tone 
and knew that if he didn't act quickly, he was likely to meet the hard 
end of her broomstick. 

Zecharias knew it too; as did the dark storm clouds beginning to 
gather on his mother's face. As for the brushwood broom, his mother 
usually took the other end to punish him, but he knew from painful 
experience that she knew how to use it very well. 

"Zacharias!" she said again, fists on hips defiantly and alternately 
glaring at her son and killer with equal parts punitive and ominous. 


"I have told you to come in and have breakfast?” “Yes, Mom,” Zach 
murmured sheepishly. 

"And didn't I specifically tell you not to mess around with that 
dirty mutt all the time?" "Yes, Mom," Zach said. 

"And your best suit, too!" Zach's mother went on. Zach's best suit 
was also his only suit, but he thought it wiser not to disagree with her 
at the moment but got up quickly and at least brushed the worst dust 
off his knees and shoulders. 

"It's okay, Mom," he said hastily. "J... I... will be right back." 

"I hope so," his mother replied, turning around. Just before she 
disappeared into the house, she added: "And wash your face before 
you come in. You know your father doesn't like it when—” The rest of 
her words were drowned out by the slam of the door, but Zach could 
guess how the sentence should end. After all, he heard it almost 
every morning; every Sunday morning, at least, because every 
Sunday morning before he drove to church he romped around with 
Killer and his mother kept getting upset about it. Adults! Bah! 

Zacharias trotted to the water trough, carefully dipping his 
fingertips into it and splashing a few drops on his face, just enough to 
make it look like he 'd washed himself. Then he whistled for Killer 
and trotted toward the front door. 

But Killer disobeyed. Unlike usual, he didn't come to his eight- 
year-old master's side at this command, but stood motionless for a 
few seconds, ears pricked and hackles raised -- and then, barking 
furiously, bolted to disappear behind the house. 

"Killers!" exclaimed Zacharias. "Damn it, come back!" He glanced 
at the door, startled—his mother didn't like it when he cursed—then 
ran to get the dog back. Killer was obviously at the back of the house 
now, barking like hell. The stupid mutt had probably tracked down a 
rabbit or even a skunk, which he now barked at. 

"Killer!" exclaimed Zacharias, now more than a little annoyed, 
"you shall— 


He tripped over something on the ground just around the corner 
of the house, soared through the air a bit, arms flailing wildly, and 
landed on his nose for the second time that morning, and much 
harder than before. Killer gave a startled yelp, walked over to him 
and started licking his face. His tongue swept across Zacharias’ 
cheeks like a big, wet, warm washcloth, keeping the boy occupied for 


the next few moments resisting the wolfhound's stormy displays of 
love. 

Then he saw why Killer had barked so furiously, and for a few 
seconds he forgot both Killer's effusive declarations of love and his 
bruised palms and knees. It wasn't a rabbit. Nor was it a skunk or 
any other four-legged desert dweller that strayed near the small farm 
during the night. 

It was human. 

Zacharias’ heart started pounding fast and hard as he pushed 
Killer away with one hand while using his other hand and both knees 
to crawl over to the still figure. The man lay on his side, wrapped in a 
dusty poncho that had once been very colorfully embroidered but 
was now torn in many places. 

Zach stopped again when he saw that the man's bare feet had left 
bloody marks in the dust behind the house. The trail came straight 
out of the rocky desert that began behind the small farmhouse and 
stretched a good two if not three days' march north. If that's where 
the man had come from, Zach wasn't surprised he'd collapsed from 
weakness. This vast labyrinth of rocks had already devoured more 
people than Job had inhabited during its entire existence. Only once 
had Zecharias ventured unaccompanied into this maze of rocks and 
Cyclopean rubble, and the memory of that adventure would never be 
forgotten not only by his parents and the inhabitants of Job, who had 
all taken part in the search, but also not by himself. Temperatures 
between the rocks sometimes rose high enough during the day to 
melt lead. 

But it got so cold at night that your blood froze in your veins. And 
it was now just after sunrise. 

Zacharias hesitantly reached out and touched the man's shoulder. 
No reaction. The man was certainly dead, or at least unconscious. 
Zach was more excited than scared. He'd seen someone die before, 
last year when Meg Forrester had been struck during Sunday service 
and fallen dead off the bench. But he was far away, ten or twelve 
rows of pews, and his mother put her hand in front of his eyes so he 
couldn't see. 

He shook the man. Still no reaction. Surely, he was dead. 

Zacharias got all the way to his knees, grabbed the man's 
shoulders firmly with both hands and, with some effort, turned him 
onto his back. He was heavy. 


And anything but dead. Or just unconscious. 

His hand shot out and closed on Zacharias’ wrist with such force 
that the boy cried out and threw himself back in terror. And then 
Zach's eyes fell on the stranger's face and he screamed again, much 
louder this time, and he didn't stop until his parents stormed out of 
the house... 


"Why did the dog bite him?" Doc asked Riley, knotting the bandage 
with quick movements. His gaze swept over Killer's dark brown wolf 
face peering across the covers on the other side of Zach's, then 
returned to Zach's mother. Like all the inhabitants of Job, he knew 
both the boy and his dog very well and knew that although both were 
fierce, they were at heart gentle as lambs. 

"He probably thought he had to defend Zacharias," answered 
Susana Kramer. She gave Zach a look that, while showing a hint of 
irritation, also told him there was no punishment. “That Indian 
grabbed him and Zacharias must have gotten a fright. He screamed.” 
A sharp crease appeared between her blond brows, which looked like 
they were painted on. "It wasn't Killer who hurt him that bad, was 
it?" 

For the very first moment, it seemed as if Riley hadn't even heard 
the question, for he didn't react to Susana's question at all, instead 
gazed down at the ruined face in front of him with a mixture of 
fascination and horror. 

He wasn't surprised that the boy had screamed. He would 
probably have screamed himself if he had faced that face without 
warning. 

Riley had fifty out of his now seventy-seven years as a doctor 
behind him, but he had not seen something like this in all of that 
time. At a very first, cursory glance, he had his face and hands (and 
not just them, but the entire body, as Riley discovered after a quick 
examination) burned. But really only at first glance. The man's 
wounds were... creepy. Terrible and almost certainly deadly, but also 
scary, also or maybe especially for Riley, as a doctor. The skin was 
burned, but it wasn't flame that caused those injuries; neither was it 
acid, quicklime, or any chemicals Riley knew of that had caused such 


extensive injuries. It was almost as if... his body had been burned 
from the inside out , Riley thought with a shudder. 

"Did you even hear what I asked?" said Susana Kramer. 

Riley jumped slightly, tearing his eyes away from the dying man 
and saving himself with an embarrassed smile when he realized he 
had kept Susana waiting for a minute for an answer. "Oh yes," he 
said. "Sure." Then he shook his head. "No, it certainly wasn't the dog. 
It's just a flesh wound.” He gave Zach a reassuring look. "Painful, but 
certainly not dangerous." 

"But then what...did he do?” Susana asked hesitantly. Riley 
shrugged, and Susana added in a startled tone, "It's not contagious, 
is it?" 

Since Riley didn't know what kind of disease it was- if it was a 
disease-he couldn't answer that question, of course. Nevertheless he 
nodded. 

“Don't worry, Susana. I don't think it's anything contagious. To be 
perfectly honest, I... I'm not even sure this man is ill." 

The wrinkle on the bridge of Susana's nose disappeared; after this 
both eyebrows rose. "Well... he doesn't look healthy either, Doc." 
"Maybe it's just a bad sunburn," Zach suggested. 

His mother gave him a reproachful look. “Silence, Zechariah! 

Go and read the Bible a little—or see where your father is.” 

Although Zechariah did neither, he lowered his eyes to be on the 
safe side and tried his best to pretend that he didn't exist. In fact, 
that Sunday was the first in as long as he could remember that his 
father hadn't put the two mules in front of the wagon to drive the 
family to church. He had also hitched up the chariot that morning, 
but not to drive to the nest of five hundred souls, Job, who was only 
two miles away, but instead he drove it in the opposite direction and 
a good distance further. The strange stranger was obviously an 
Indian. But that was all they knew about him. So, it had only seemed 
logical to Doc Riley to send Jebediah Kramer to the Navajo 
Reservation to the west. Perhaps the patient was known there— 
although Riley privately doubted it. He was the only doctor in a fifty- 
mile radius and therefore in charge of the Indian reservation. If this 
man were a Navajo, he probably would have known him. And there 
was something else: although the man had uttered words that clearly 
sounded Native American, he didn't seem to be speaking the Navajo 


language. The whole story was very strange; and it worried Riley 
inexplicably. 

"I've thought of that, too," he said after a while. He shook his 
head. "I do not believe it. Although.” He shrugged and looked 
thoughtfully down at the haggard body outlined on Susana and 
Jebediah Kramer's marriage bed beneath the white sheets. “Judging 
by his injuries, he must have been wandering the desert for days. It's 
a miracle he's alive.” He looked sharply at Susana. "And you're quite 
sure he wasn't drinking before I came?" 

Susana almost looked a little offended. "He hasn't eaten or drunk, 
Doctor, " 

she said pointedly. “I really tried to put something down his 
throat, God be my witness, but he refused everything. Perhaps...' She 
visibly hesitated, as if she were already overcoming the thought of 
even voicing such a heretical thought, "...does he want to die?" 

"A kind of ritual suicide, you mean?" 

Susana shrugged and looked away. She was visibly uncomfortable 
with the subject, although she had brought it up herself. "One hears 
the strangest things about these heathens." 

Riley suppressed a smile. Going into the desert to meet God or to 
die was probably more of a Christian habit (albeit an older one), but 
he preferred to keep that objection to himself at the moment. "Yes, 
maybe," he said. "I think we'll know more once Jebediah gets back." 

He closed his bag and, after one last look of regret at the 
unconscious man, stepped back from the bed. He had given the man 
two injections to strengthen him and perhaps ease his pain a little. 
He couldn't do more until he even knew what was wrong with him. 

"Could I perhaps wash my hands?" he asked. 

“Of course.” Susana motioned to her son. "Zacharias, go to the 
well and get a bucket of fresh water for the doctor." 

Riley nodded gratefully, but he sighed silently as he followed 
Susana Kramer into the large, comfortable eat-in kitchen. He 
appreciated and loved the people here in Job, their friendly manner, 
the serenity and circumspection with which they mastered their 
lives. If it were not so, he would hardly have spent most of his life in 
the small Mormon town on the edge of the rocky desert. But 
sometimes he wished he lived in a normal city, where people 
tolerated things like running water or electricity in their homes. 
Everything would be so much easier if he could just pick up the 


phone and consult a colleague. But in Job there was not even a 
telegraph office! 

While Zach and his wolfhound disappeared into the yard to fetch 
water from the draw well behind the barn, Susana pulled back a chair 
for Riley and served coffee. Riley gratefully helped, and the coffee 
tasted delicious as always. Riley had never fathomed how Susana, a 
devout Mormon, who rejected tobacco, alcohol and all other 
stimulants, could make such good coffee. But he was careful not to 
ask such a question, which at best could get him into an awkward 
situation, and at worst could permanently deprive him of the 
pleasure of Susana's coffee. 

"Where do you think this man is from?" asked Susana. She sat 
down with him and poured herself a glass of milk. In fact, she never 
touched her own coffee. 

"Honestly, I don't know," Riley said. “I don't think he's a Navajo, 
though. 

Definitely not on the reservation.” He sipped his coffee and made 
a face of approval, which earned him a disapproving look from 
Susana. He looked at his hands. They were dirty, and the stranger's 
blood had dried under two of his fingernails. Cleanliness was very 
important to Riley. A doctor always had to have clean hands, he 
thought. Where was Zacharias with the water? 

He looked at the door. Susana registered his gaze and interpreted 
it correctly. "He'll be right here," she said, shaking her head. "This 
boy. As soon as you take your eyes off him, he forgets everything and 
frolics with his dog!’ 

"If he hadn't done that this morning, that man in there might be 
dead by now," Riley said, nodding at Susana's bedroom. 

Susana's face darkened. "Yeah, probably." She won a few seconds 
while sipping from her frosted glass. "He's going to die, isn't he? I 
mean, here and now, with us.” 

"I'm afraid," Riley admitted. There was little point in lying to a 
woman like Susana. If he was completely honest, he didn't even 
understand why this man was still alive. 

"Do you mind?" 

"Because he's an Indian?" Susana considered, then shook her 
head. "I do not think so. He's human, isn't he? I think everything is 
settled according to God's plan.” 


Riley started to answer, but the door banged open and they both 
turned their heads. They expected to see Zach and his four-legged 
friend. It was indeed Zechariah and Killer, but they were not alone. 
Behind them, Susana's husband, Jebediah, entered the house, 
followed at his heels by three dark-haired figures in brightly 
embroidered Navajo ponchos and moccasins. 

Suddenly, Susana seemed a bit nervous, as the doctor saw out of 
the corner of his eye. 

Riley stood, gave Jebediah a quick nod, and hurried toward the 
Indians. 

Two of them were young, tall, and with those typically suntanned 
Indian faces, as if they'd stepped straight out of a Hollywood movie 
in which they'd played the roles of bloodthirsty redskins. The third 
looked as old as Riley himself but was almost ten years older. Riley 
knew him. He had dealt with him many times before. It was the 
medicine man of the Navajo tribe who lived on the reservation to the 
west of Job. 

"Gray Bear!" Riley greeted him as he rushed forward and held out 
his hand. 

"How nice that you yourself -" 

"Where is he?" Gray Bear interrupted him. He ignored Riley's 
outstretched hand and there was concern in his voice enough to 
startle Riley. He was irritated. He and Gray Bear got along well and 
considered each other colleagues rather than competitors. Without a 
word, he pointed back over his shoulder at the bedroom door, and 
the medicine man and his two companions also walked past him 
without a word and disappeared into the adjoining room. Riley 
looked after them in confusion. 

Susana also looked questioningly at her husband. She was 
obviously slightly annoyed again. "What did you actually tell them?" 
she asked. 

Jebediah shrugged unhappily. "Nothing really," he said. "Only 
that we've found this sick man and need someone who speaks his 
language.” He repeated the shrug. “At first, they didn't even want to 
send anyone. You know how suspicious they are of us whites. They 
said he couldn't be of their tribe." 

"At first?" Riley asked. 

"I showed them the poncho he was wearing," Jebediah said. 'The 
medicine man had hardly seen it before he was ecstatic. And 


everyone else too.” He laughed, but it betrayed little amusement. "I 
had a hard time preventing the whole tribe from accompanying me 
here." 

The bedroom door flew open and one of the two younger Navajo 
rushed out and ran out of the house, striding backwards behind the 
barn. Jebediah and Susana looked after him in confusion while Riley 
turned and tried to peer through the bedroom door. 

It was just an attempt. The second Indian waved his hand at him 
and pushed the door shut. Moments later, the ebb and flow of the 
medicine man's chant drifted through the closed door, soon joined 
by a pounding, monotonous rhythm as, evidently in the absence of a 
drum, he began pounding the floor. 

"What's going on?" Susana murmured. Then she seemed to get it, 
for her face darkened with holy anger. "This goes too far! A pagan 
incantation in my house? I won't allow that!" 

She wanted to throw open the door, determined to put an end to 
the pagan activity on the other side, but her husband stopped her 
with a quick movement. "Please don't do that, Susana," he said. 

"Your husband is right, Miss Kramer," Riley said. "I wouldn't go 
in there now if I were you." 

There was a pugnacious gleam in Susana's eyes. With an angry 
movement she tore herself free but made no move to open the door. 
Instead, her anger unleashed on Riley. 

"May I remind you that this is my house, Doctor Riley?” she 
asked pointedly. ‘And I will not allow any pagan rituals to be 
performed under my roof: that is blasphemy!" 

"No, it's not that, Susana,” Riley said. He left open which of 
Susana's claims he actually meant by that. “This man is dying. You 
can just make it a little easier for him, that's all.’ 

Susana's eyes narrowed. “You... defend these pagan ones' rituals 
too?” 

"Oh, don't underestimate Gray Bear," Riley said. 'He's a doctor 
like me. And a good one at that. Believe me I know what I'm talking 
about. I've seen what he's capable of often enough." 

"Doctor?" Susana's voice sounded almost hysterical. 

Riley nodded. “In a completely different way than we understand 
the word. 

But I've seen him do things I couldn't have done.” That might 
have been a bit of an exaggeration, but it wasn't entirely unfounded 


either. And what mattered most to Riley right now was reassuring 
Susana. He had the certain feeling that it would not be good if she 
opened this door now. 

"Good," Susana finally said. “I submit. But only under protest. 
I'm sure we'll talk about the whole matter." 

Riley breathed inwardly. But Susana spoiled his relief badly by 
adding, 

"And with the Reverend Kenworthy. I am very curious as to what 
he has to say about a doctor who appears to be taking advice from a 
pagan high priest!" 

"Medicine man, Mom," Zacharias said. "It's called a medicine 
man." 

His mother glared at him, and Zach chose not to say anything 
more, instead staring out the window with great interest. Riley 
inwardly rolled her eyes. 

Reverend Kenworthy was... well, quite a zealous exponent of his 
faith. Not to say: a plague. 

Susana looked around belligerently. Seeing no one volunteering 
to be the target of her holy indignation, she turned with a jerk and 
left the house. 

Jebediah watched her through the window until she disappeared 
into the barn. Then he took the opportunity to steal a good sip of 
Riley's coffee. He washed the cup thoroughly and then put it back on 
the shelf before turning first to his son with a conspiratorial wink 
and then to the doctor with an expression that was clearly worried. 

"Have you been able to find out who this stranger is, Doc?" he 
asked. 

"I mean - did he say anything?" 

Riley shook his head regretfully and Jebediah sighed. "It's not 
good," he said. “You know, Doc, there's something I've... kept to 
myself. I didn't want to upset Susana." 

"And what?" 

Before answering, Jebediah glanced toward the bedroom door as 
if he feared being overheard. "Gray Bear and the other two aren't the 
only ones." 

"What do you mean?” Riley asked, startled. 

"I estimate there are twenty or thirty warriors on the way here," 
he said. 

“How?” Riley sat up straight. 


"They left at the same time as us," Jebediah explained. "Sure, we 
had the wagon, but you know how quick these redskins walk." 

"Especially since they don't have to stick to roads," Riley added 
darkly. "If they left with you, they'll be here in an hour at most." 

"If not sooner,” confirmed Jebediah. “Maybe it would be better if 
I... went down to town and let the sheriff know. I could take Susana 
and Zach with me. And you too, of course.” 

"Do you think we're in danger?" Riley asked. 

Jebediah shook his head thoughtfully. "I...don't know," he said. 
Then: “No, not really. They were very excited. I don't speak their 
language, but I had a feeling they were more... frightened than 
angry." 

Riley had had the same impression earlier when Gray Bear 
entered the house. But he could understand Jebediah's concern. He 
himself was more nervous than he wanted to admit. 

The singing and the rhythmic pounding from the next room 
lasted a good twenty minutes. Susana came back in a little while, but 
she didn't say a word, just shot Riley and her husband alternately 
with reproachful looks, and otherwise did what women, at all times, 
and of all peoples, usually did when they were really angry, without 
being able to vent her anger: she began to polish her already 
sparkling clean kitchen even more. 

She was polishing the white enamel of the sink for the third time 
in a row when Gray Bear suddenly stopped singing. 

Startled, she stopped what she was doing and looked at the door, 
and so did Riley, Jebediah, and Zacharias. Even Killer pricked up his 
ears and let out a low, almost frightened whine. 

A few more seconds passed, then the door opened and the 
Medicine man stepped out. There was an expression on his ancient 
face that Riley couldn't read, but that terrified him to the core of his 
soul. 

"Well?" he asked uncertainly. "What is it?" He tried to push past 
Gray Bear, but the old Indian stopped him with a gesture. 

"He's dying,” he said. “There is nothing more we can do for him. 
Neither your medicine nor mine, my friend." 

"Sorry about that,” Riley said. The words were sincere, and Gray 
Bear seemed to sense it, for he smiled ever so slightly, and only for a 
second. 


"I know," he said. "But it doesn't have to be. His spirit becomes 
his Ancestors returning home.” He pointed to Zacharias. "He wants 
to see you.” 

"Me?!” Zacharias jumped to his feet excitedly, but his mother 
held him back with a commanding wave of her hand. 

"What does he want from our son?" she asked suspiciously. "Who 
is this man anyway? Where is he from and why... is he so ill?” 

Gray Bear ignored all of her questions and just repeated his 
welcoming gesture in Zach's direction. But he was looking at Susana 
and there seemed to be something in his eyes that overcame Susana's 
maternal concern, for after a few seconds she lowered her arm and 
allowed Zacharias to enter the bedroom. Since Gray Bear didn't seem 
to mind, Riley and Jebediah followed him; and after a few seconds 
Susana too. 

A strange feeling gripped Riley as he approached the dying man's 
bedside. 

Gray Bear or his companion had closed the window and drawn 
the curtains, so that twilight seemed to have returned to the little 
room. In the shadowy twilight, the stranger's face looked even paler 
and more bruised than Riley remembered, but also somehow... 
nobler. His eyes were open and he looked at Zacharias, and there was 
something in that look that worried Riley without frightening him. 

For minutes they all stood in silence as the stranger stared at 
Zacharias. 

Riley kept a careful eye on the boy. Zach met the stranger's gaze 
without fear, without the slightest nervousness or shyness, and he 
didn't flinch when the Indian raised a trembling narrow, burned 
hand and gingerly touched his face. His lips trembled, but he spoke 
too softly for Riley to understand, even if he knew the foreign dialect. 
He looked questioningly at Gray Bear. 

The old medicine man caught his gaze and translated: 'He wants 
you to know how grateful he is to you. If you hadn't found him, the 
sun would have killed him, for he no longer had the strength to drag 
himself into the shade. He's very glad it was you who found him." 

Zach's face twitched. He was visibly struggling to control himself 
and couldn't quite hold back the tears. The dying man's hand gently 
stroked his cheek again, then slid over to Killer and settled heavily 
between the wolfhound's ears. Killer whimpered very softly, laid his 
ears back and began licking the stranger's fingers. 


"And he also thanks your brave dog," Gray Bear translated the 
stranger's breathy words. His voice trailed off, Riley noticed with 
horror. It came to an end. You didn't even have to be a doctor to see 
that. "You must always take good care of him and treat him like a 
brother. He's the most loyal friend you've ever had and a lot smarter 
than you know." 

The hand fell back feebly on the bed, lay still for a moment, and 
then with labored little movements crept under the sheet while the 
stranger turned his head on the pillows and looked out of already 
dying eyes at Jebediah and Susana, who had paused in the doorway. 

Gray Bear translated. "And he would also like to express his 
gratitude to you, who welcomed him into your house, a stranger like 
a brother, of whose origin and intentions you knew nothing." 

Susana looked a little concerned, while Jebediah returned the 
dying man's smile, which was only suggested. A strange atmosphere 
had settled in the small room. Riley suddenly felt like he was 
witnessing something he might only partially understand. 

"He wants to give you something," said Gray Bear. The hand of 
the stranger came out from under the sheets again, and now it wasn't 
empty anymore. He held a round, brightly polished disc of clay, 
which he handed to Zacharias. 

The boy took it with almost reverent movements and held it in 
both hands like an unspeakably precious treasure. 

"Take good care of it," said Gray Bear. "It's very valuable." He 
smiled, and again there was something in his eyes that made Riley 
shiver. Only later did he realize that Gray Bear hadn't translated this 
time. 

And there was nothing left to translate either, because the 
stranger was dead. 

His eyes were still wide open, but there was no life in them. 

Riley automatically held out his hand, but then hesitated and 
looked at Gray Bear again. Only when the old medicine man nodded 
his approval did he complete the movement and close the dead 
man's eyes. 

Susana, Jebediah and after a few seconds Zacharias left the room 
without a word. However, Riley turned back and looked at Grey Bear. 
"Who was he?" 

he asked. 


The medicine man looked at him gravely and silently until Riley 
thought he wasn't going to answer. But then he did. What he said 
was the first and only thing Riley would ever hear from Gray Bear 
about the mysterious stranger. 

"He came from the Old World." 

But it wasn't over yet. The thirty Navajo that Jebediah had talked 
about arrived half an hour later. They had all expected that Gray 
Bear and his brothers would take the mysterious stranger with them 
to bury him in their people's way. However, they didn't. They buried 
him just behind the house, right on the spot where Zach and Killer 
had found him, in a ceremony that not even Susana objected to. 

The grave the Navajo dug for him was eighteen meters deep. 
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Strange: he woke up in total darkness with a pounding headache and 
a taste in his mouth like he'd spent half the night chewing through 
Petryk's old socks. It was very unlikely that he had. But even with the 
best will in the world he couldn't remember what he had been doing 
half the night. Let alone the whole. 

Indiana Jones closed his eyes again—since he couldn't see 
anything anyway, it was pretty pointless to stare into the blackness— 
and tried to bring at least some order into the mess that raged in his 
head. His headache didn't exactly help. Indy was very surprised 
about both the chaos in his thoughts and the increasing pain. His 
memories gradually came back. 

They'd been in Petryk's hotel room to sit and talk a little longer 
and had a glass or two of wine as well. Both the hotel room and the 
wine had been of rather poor quality, which would at least have 
explained his pounding skull and the awful taste in his mouth if he 
had drunk a lot of it, which wasn't the case. The quality of the brew 
(thirty cents a liter bottle, Indy guessed) had prevented that. Besides, 
Indiana Jones wasn't in the habit of drinking so much good wine that 


he couldn't remember anything afterwards; at least that was 
extremely rare. 

He tried to move his hands. It did not work. He was also no 
longer in the uncomfortable armchair that, along with a bed and a 
chest of drawers, represented the entire furnishings of Petryk's room. 
He probably wasn't even in Petryk's room anymore. The flickering 
neon sign that had been bothering him so much all evening was 
gone. He wondered if Petryk had disappeared too. 

He called Petryk's name into the darkness. He didn't get an 
answer, but the attempt was instructive nonetheless; his voice had a 
resounding echo, which it certainly couldn't have done in a dingy 
little hotel room. After a while there was a reaction. He heard a 
rumble and clatter, the slam of a door, and the clatter of footsteps 
approaching him. A few seconds later it got light. 

Indiana blinked in the sudden, unfamiliar light. Only now did he 
understand why he hadn't seen anything the whole time: he had been 
blindfolded. 

Loose enough that he could lift the lids underneath, but still not 
enough that he couldn't see anything. He must have been pretty 
dazed to not even notice. 

Not that what he saw now pleased him in any way. But on the 
contrary. He almost wished the black blindfold back in front of his 
eyes. He was in a large, almost empty, high-ceilinged hall, of which 
he couldn't see too much, for in front of him was a figure like a six- 
door wardrobe, crammed into a cheap double-breasted suit, looking 
down at him with a grin, where every crocodile would have turned 
green with envy. To match his suit and ominous grin, he wore a black 
shirt with ketchup stains on the collar, a white tie (no ketchup stains) 
and a cream Al Capone hat, the brim drooping sadly. When the 
fellow saw that Indiana had woken up, his grin widened and 
something undeniably spiteful crept into his eyes. 

Indy sighed deeply. He'd obviously managed once again to slide 
headlong into a story he didn't know what it was about, what 
condition he was going to come out of it in, and when, or if at all. 

The wardrobe leaned forward, reached out a massive paw, and 
scooped up Indiana with no apparent effort. Indiana gasped as his 
air was choked off. 

At the same time, he lost the ground under his feet and began 
kicking his legs like mad. He would have liked to defend himself in 


other ways, but it was difficult with his hands tied behind his back. 

The wardrobe grinned even wider when he saw Indiana's futile 
struggle and held him motionless for a long time by the outstretched 
arm. "Numma no childish fuss, no," he murmured, setting Indiana 
down roughly and adding: 

"I won't hurt you if you're by five minutes, man." 

Indiana blinked. It took him a few seconds to sort through the 
giant's gibberish enough to make sense of the speech. "I'm .. . glad, 
sir," he stuttered. He cleared his throat, tilted his head back to look 
up at the six-door's face, and continued in a sheepish tone, helpless 
to act against the mountain of flesh in front of him, "Sir, I think we 
have here an unfortunate mix-up. I do not think that -" 

"Matched up?" The Meatball shook his head violently, clutching 
at the pocket of his jacket and pulled out a pigskin wallet that 
Indiana, unsurprisingly, recognized as his own. Indiana was a bit 
more surprised, however, when the Al Capone cutie opened it and 
found not only his personal papers but also all of his cash inside: 
around four hundred and fifty dollars, after all. 

"Doctor Henry Jones," the gorilla read haltingly, narrowing one 
eye and giving Indiana a long, appraising look. "That makes sense, 
doesn't it?" he asked. "The Doctor Jonas." 

"Jones," Indiana corrected him automatically. 'But otherwise, it's 
true, yes. 

But who are you? And why am I here, and why am I tied up. I do 
not think that -" 

"Imma slow in the middle of young donkeys," the wardrobe 
interrupted him. 

"Horses," Indiana said. 

Cupboard closed the other eye for a change. "Huh?" 

"It's called horses," Indiana said. "Take it easy with the young 
ones, horses, you understand?" 

Meatball asked slyly. Then he grinned again. "Well, see you ooch 
'n Studierta, little professor. Must be like that, with you doctors.” He 
gave Indiana another very long look. "As a doctor shouldn't look like 
that, huh.” 

“I'm not a doctor either,” Indiana said. 

Cerebellum reproachfully looked down at Indiana's wallet, which 
was in his massive paws and seemed to have shrunk to the size of a 
postage stamp. 


"Hia says a ba that you're a doctor." "I'm a doctor of archaeology," 
Indiana said. 

"Arschology?" Al Capone's forehead was suddenly wrinkled. "Is 
that something naughty?" Suddenly he grinned again and playfully 
nudged Indiana on the shoulder, which would have nearly knocked 
him off his feet if the other hadn't caught him with his other hand at 
the same time. 

"You're not feeling well, are you, little doctor?” he grinned, "come 
on then a with me with. And don't worry. Nothing happens to you. 
Not yet.” Roughly, he grabbed Indiana's arm and dragged him along. 

"Sir!" Indy protested, still with his hands tied behind his back. He 
was struggling to keep up with the giant. "If I may ask what all this is 
about?" 

"You may, little doctor, you may!" answered the wardrobe. And 
that's all. 

However, Indy would not have had the opportunity to ask any 
more questions, because Capone jr. dragged him across the hall with 
such haste that it took all of his attention not to actually lose his 
balance. He believed that the giant was quite capable of simply 
dragging him by one foot or even hair behind him. 

They crossed the hall. It was obviously a warehouse that had been 
abandoned years ago. The dust was ankle-deep on the floor. Here 
and there a forgotten crate stood, and thirty meters above their 
heads huge holes gaped in the corrugated iron roof. In some places 
the dust had turned to mud, and the air hung with a pungent odor of 
mold and decay. No, Indiana thought—there was little hope that the 
morning shift would show up right away and get him out of his 
precarious situation. 

A narrow iron staircase led up the wall to an office halfway down 
the hall. If it ever had a railing, it must have been years ago, but the 
meatball proved surprisingly merciful: he untied Indiana's hands 
and limited himself to giving him a rough shove from time to time to 
spur him on to greater haste. 

The stairs groaned audibly under their feet, and Indiana tried 
hard not to look down. 

"In there, doc," said the wardrobe, grinning, as Indiana paused on 
the small platform at the top of the stairs. “Go on. Malone is already 
waiting.” 


Indiana avoided the question of who this Malone was again and 
preferred to open the door. It squeaked pathetically. The top third of 
the pane was so dirty that he didn't notice the yellow light behind it 
until he entered. 

A dusty, run-down office awaited him, lit by a bare bulb hanging 
from the ceiling—and the most amazing hodgepodge of oddballs he'd 
ever seen. 

Two of them looked like miniature versions of Al Capone—that 
didn't mean they were small. The third was a ragged, scarred face in 
tattered Levis and a shirt that was nothing but patches and dried 
stains of dirt or blood. And finally, the fourth and penultimate crook 
seemed to have gotten the time wrong somehow, because he looked 
like a pirate, complete with a striped shirt, headscarf and eye patch. 
The only accessory that didn't match his outfit was a mason's trowel 
in his right hand. But after all, you couldn't have everything. 

Indiana turned his attention to the only figure in the dusty office 
that looked anything like normal. However, that impression only 
lasted until the man turned around and Indiana could see his face. 

But it wasn't necessarily unsympathetic. And it might even have 
been sympathetic if there hadn't been a hardness in his eyes that 
Indiana knew only too well. He had seen it often enough. Malone was 
undoubtedly one of those men who could slip a knife blade between 
your ribs and twist it three times with the same friendly smile they'd 
use to take you out for a beer. 

"So, you're a doctor..." he began questioningly. 

"Jonas," Capone Jr. said. 

"Jones," Indy said. "Dr. Indiana Jones." 

"Sure thing," moaned the mountain of meat. “Dokta Injaner 
Jonas.” He frowned. "What's that stupid name, Injaner?" 

Malone rolled his eyes. "Shut up, Wardrobe," he said. 

Indiana's eyes widened in astonishment. The guy even got his 
name from what he looked like! But then he immediately turned his 
attention back to Malone. There was something in this man's eyes 
that he didn't like. 

"Come on, Dr. Jonas, come on,” Malone said. He waved a hand 
excitedly and pointed to a sixth figure that Indiana hadn't noticed 
until now, for the man was hunched over in a chair, his back to the 
door. He should have fallen off the chair the way he was sitting there, 


and probably would have if his hands hadn't been tied behind the 
back of the chair. 

Malone noticed the shock on Indiana's face and smiled a little 
brighter. He repeated his request with another gesture. "Come on, 
Dr. Jonas. I have an acquaintance of yours here who I'm sure you'd 
like to see again." 

Indiana hesitantly walked around the chair - and jumped when 
he recognized the man in the chair. "Shlomo!" 

Petryk's face looked terrible; a bit like Wardrobe had practiced 
tap dancing on it for half an hour. Both eyes were swollen; he would 
have two lovely violets by tomorrow morning at the latest. One of his 
eyebrows and the skin over his left cheekbone were split open, and 
his lips were caked with blood. 

He looked at Indiana, but Indy wasn't sure if he really recognized 
him. 

“Shlomo!” he called again, “Shlomo, are you okay? Do you hear 
me?!" 

He grabbed Petryk by the shoulders and shook him. Petryk 
groaned. His head began to roll wildly on his shoulders, but that was 
the only reaction to Indiana's words. 

Indiana sat up angrily and whirled on Malone. "What have you 
done to him?" he asked. 

"Me?" Malone smiled mildly. "Nothing at all. That was Hook.” He 
pointed to the pirate with the trowel. 

Indy felt his face flush with anger. "You damn-" 

Wardrobe took a menacing step toward Indiana, and Malone held 
up his hand in a gesture that simultaneously silenced him as 
Wardrobe did. 

"Please, Dr. Jonas,” he said. "No insults. I have absolutely 
nothing against you personally - as long as you don't provoke me, 
that is." 

"How reassuring," Indiana replied coldly. "Then may I ask why 
I'm here at all?" 

"You?" Malone feigned surprise. “Oh, basically... nothing. 

see Dr. Jonas—” “Jones,” Indiana said. 

"- basically, we don't care about you at all. We have nothing 
against you personally either. I beg you to believe me. Unfortunately, 
I may not be able to avoid causing you some inconvenience. I hope 
you understand what I mean by that." 


"I'm not... sure," Indiana said hesitantly. 

"T'll smack you in the face, bite you squeak," Wardrobe said. 

Malone sighed. "Yes, you can put it that way too," he said. 

"But ... why?" Indiana agonized over what he could have done to 
these men. He'd never heard the name Malone before, and he'd only 
been here in Chicago for a few days. He had spent most of it with 
Petryk in the archives of the municipal museum; buried up to his 
neck in by far the most boring job he'd ever had to do. He hadn't had 
a chance to step on anyone's toes. 

Neither did Petryk, for they had spent practically every minute 
together since leaving New York. 

"I don't understand a word," he said defiantly. “Either you tell me 
what you want from me, or you let me go. and Professor Petryk too.” 

“You are a man of humor, Dr. Jonas,” Malone said. 

"Jones," Indiana corrected him. 

"I hope you'll still have your sense of humor after Hook is done 
with you," 

Malone went on, unperturbed. "But it's not that far yet. I'm not a 
monster, Dr. Jonas. I take no pleasure in inflicting pain on others.” 

Indiana took a quick look at Petryk's black and blue face. 

"I'm afraid your esteemed colleague leaves me no choice," Malone 
said. 

"Professor Petryk is a bit... intransigent. But I hope that will 
change now. 

For your sake, Dr. Jonas.” “Jones,” Indiana murmured wearily. 

Malone waved his hand accordingly. "Hook - wake him up!" 

Hook dropped his trowel on the table, bent to pick up a bucket, 
and poured the contents out with a flourish over Petryk. 

Petryk woke up snorting and sniffing, almost fell over with his 
chair and began to cough painfully. 

Malone gestured with his hand. Wardrobe stepped behind 
Petryk's chair, grabbed his hair and jerked his head back. Petryk 
gasped in pain. An abysmal expression appeared on his face, horror 
when he saw Indiana. 

"I see you're half awake again, Professor Petryk," Malone said. 
"We've got company. But you know each other, don't you?’ 

Petryk glared at him and said nothing. 

"Give me a hand, Professor," Malone went on. "Are Dr. 

Jonas and you just colleagues or friends as well?” 
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"We're colleagues,” Indiana said hastily. He had a feeling it was 
better if Malone didn't find out how close they were. 

"Colleagues, like that." Malone sighed. "Well, Dr. Jonas, I hope 
your collegiality goes far enough.” He smiled completely humorlessly 
this time—then turned back to Petryk. 

"Well, Professor - now that you're awake, perhaps we can 
complete our business transaction. I must confess that up to now I 
have underestimated you. A forgivable mistake, I think. When you 
hear about someone with a college degree, you automatically think of 
short-sighted little professors who forget their umbrellas everywhere 
and faint at the sight of a spider. At least, as far as taking pain goes, 
you've amazed me.” He gave Indiana a long, thoughtful look. "What 
do you think, Petryk - is Professor Jonas as tough a fellow as you are 
under his academic skin? I think Wardrobe could take a knife and 
have a look..." 

"Leave Jones alone, Malone," Petryk said weakly. 'He has nothing 
to do with it. He doesn't even know what it's about." 

"I know that, Petryk, I know that," Malone said. 'And that's why I 
hope you'll see sense at last. You don't want an innocent person to be 
harmed by your stubbornness, do you?” He gestured again, and 
Indiana realized a second too late that this time it was aimed at him. 
Wardrobe and his two cronies grabbed him while Scar hauled out a 
second chair, onto which he was roughly pushed and tied. Indiana 
bucked, but it was useless. He was tied up like a Christmas package. 

At another nod from Malone, Scar hauled out two small boxes 
into which Indiana's legs were stuffed, making it appear as if he were 
wearing bizarre, rectangular wooden boots. 

"Hey!" Indiana protested. "What's this about?” 

Malone turned back to Petryk. "It's entirely up to you now, dear 
professor," 

he said. "I repeat my offer: you tell us what we want to know, and 
you and Dr. Jonas are free as soon as we get your information 
checked. Or you keep silent and Dr. Jonas is dying." "If I'm dead you 
get nothing,” Petryk replied snottily. 

"Who was talking about you, dear professor?" Malone asked in a 
puzzled tone. "I'll kill Dr. Jonas right in front of you. And after that... 
who knows. 

Didn't you have a son?" 

Petryk turned pale. "You -" 


"No insults, please," Malone said. "It only makes it harder for Dr. 
Jonas.” 

"Jones!" said Indiana. 

"Hook!" 

Heart pounding, Indiana watched as Hook picked up his trowel 
and walked around the table with it. For a moment he disappeared 
from Indiana's field of vision. When he came back, he was carrying 
the mason's trowel in his left hand and in his right a tin bucket full of 
freshly mixed, still runny cement. Indiana tore his astonished 

Open eyes. “What... what is this?” 

"Oh please, Dr. Jonas,” Malone said, shaking his head. "You're 
not a chemist, I suspect, but even you should know what fresh 
cement is. And what you need it for. Wardrobe - would you be so 
kind as to open the window so our guest can enjoy the view?" 

While Hook began filling Indiana's box boots with runny cement 
while whistling a merry tune, Wardrobe crossed the room with long 
strides and opened a boarded-up window on the opposite side - in 
his own unique way, by smashing the casing with his fist. Fresh air 
and, perhaps for the first time in a decade, bright daylight poured 
into the room, and Indiana saw a shimmering sheet of water 
stretching out beside the building. And suddenly he finally 
understood what the concrete gaiters on his feet were supposed to be 
for... 

"Yes, Dr. Jonas, you guessed right,” Malone said, smirking. "I'll 
admit it might be a bit of a hassle, but here in Chicago we have 
certain...er...traditions to uphold." "You can't do that!" Petryk 
gasped. 

Malone shrugged. 'That's entirely up to you, my dear professor. A 
word from you and Dr. Jonah can walk. Are you done, Hook?” 

The temporary pirate had meanwhile filled the boxes with cement 
to just below Indiana's knees. Almost affectionately, he smoothed the 
pulp with his trowel before he got up and took a step back. 

"T reckon the cement will take about half an hour to set," Malone 
said. 'T'll leave you alone for the time being, gentlemen. I'm sure you 
have a lot to talk about. May I suggest a topic? How about—” He 
laughed. "- 

collegiality?" 

Indiana scowled after him until he had closed the door behind 
him. Then he threw himself back with all his might, jerking at his 


bonds and swaying so violently that the decrepit chair Wardrobe had 
tied him to made an audible groan. But it didn't do him the favor of 
collapsing. 

After a few seconds, during which Indiana's efforts resulted in 
nothing but the thin ropes digging painfully deeper into his skin, he 
concentrated his efforts on frantically shaking his feet to keep the 
cement from hardening. 

Something told him that that, too, was pretty pointless—Hook 
might have been dressed like a pirate, but he actually appeared to be 
a cement-mixing specialist; Indy could already feel the contents of 
his wooden spats starting to harden. 

Finally, he stopped, exhausted, and looked over at Petryk with a 
mixture of anger and utter confusion, who was hunched over in his 
chair and had been watching his unsuccessful attempts with great 
interest. There was no emotion on his bruised face, but there was 
genuine regret in his voice as he said, "I'm sorry about all this, Dr. 
Jones. Sincerely sorry. Please believe me.” 

"You'd be surprised to know how sorry I am, Schlomo,"” Indiana 
replied. 

He saw that Petryk jumped at these words as if from an electric 
shock, and he immediately felt regret for saying them. But not very 
much, and not very long either. 

"I guess we're in a... pretty hopeless situation,” Petryk said 
timidly after a while. 

Indiana growled an answer that Petryk didn't seem to 
understand, because he looked thoughtfully at Indy out of his 
bloodshot eyes for a while. Then he said, in the same tone as before, 
only a little more subdued, "They say you have . . . some experience 
in such things." 

"So?" Indiana grumbled, still trying to move his feet. It was 
getting harder and harder every moment. "Do you believe that?” 

"You're supposed to be a sort of specialist in situations like this," 
Petryk said, nodding. 

Indiana stopped wiggling his toes for a moment—his feet couldn't 
do it anymore—and glared at Petryk as hostilely as he could. "That 
may be so," 

he said roughly. 'But to be honest, it's also my first time sitting 
and waiting for my concrete leggings to dry. Don't you feel you owe 


me an explanation, one way or the other, Schlomo?" "Actually, yes," 
admitted Petryk. 

"Then maybe you should start soon," Indiana suggested when 
Petryk didn't continue of his own accord. ‘What are these guys? Who 
is this Malone and what do they want from you? You're going to give 
it to them - whatever it is?’ 

"Of course!" Petryk said hastily, without looking at Indiana, and 
in a tone that suddenly increased Indy's uneasiness by several 
degrees, for it did not convince him at all. 

"So?" Indiana asked as Petryk threatened to fall into another 
stubborn silence. "I'm listening." 

“These... these are criminals, Dr. Jones,” said Petryk. "Dangerous 
criminals. Look what they did to me.” 

Indiana didn't bother to point out to Petryk that Malone and his 
accomplices were planning to hurt him too. Instead, he asked again, 
and as calmly as he could, "Why?" 

"They're after my invention!" Petryk replied. "This Malone has 
been bothering me for a while. At first he tried to buy them from me 
— as if money could buy something like that. Of course, I refused, and 
eventually he resorted to threats. But I have to admit that I didn't 
take his threats seriously. At least not seriously enough.” 

"Invention?" Indiana frowned. "What invention?" 

"My..." Petryk took a deep breath, measured Indiana with a look 
as if he were wondering if Indy was even capable of understanding 
what he was trying to explain to him, and seemed to conclude that he 
wasn't. "I think it's better I'll spare you the technicalities, Dr. Jones,” 
he said. “Just this: As you know, I'm an expert in archeology and also 
a doctor of physics, you see. I have my lifelong determination about 
the fact that there should also be physical possibilities to determine 
the exact age of an object. This may sound ridiculous to a layman, 
but it is not. As you may know, matter is made up of small particles 
called atoms, which in turn -" 

"Before we get to the birds and the bees, Schlomo," Indiana 
interrupted, "let me assure you that I have some basic knowledge of 
physics." 

Petryk's face brightened. "It makes things easier," he said. "In any 
case, this idea has occupied me all my life. And I think I've found a 
way. 

Indiana's eyes widened. "They have ..." 


" 


"The device I've developed," Petryk interrupted, "will 
revolutionize not only archaeology, especially archaeology, of course, 
Dr. Jones, I promise you that.” Suddenly his tone changed entirely. 
Despite his disfigured face and the pain he was going through, his 
voice suddenly sounded excited, almost possessed, and his eyes lit 
up. “With this device I am able to accurately date the age of any 
object. And when I say exactly, I mean exactly, Dr. Jones." 

"Wait a minute," Indiana murmured. It was working in his head. 
"You're not going to tell me that’s why I'm here?" He wasn't sure 
himself whether he should be outraged, shocked, or just confused. 
He and Petryk had come to Chicago from New York to verify the 
claim of a colleague known to be very reliable that some of the 
Chicago museum's most valuable exhibits were, quite simply, 
forgeries. Indiana had up to this moment, found no satisfactory 
answer as to why Grisswald had sent Petryk along on this journey. It 
was understandable why he had sent him, since Grisswald liked 
Indiana no more than Indy liked him, and a third-class train ride 
from New York to Chicago, a few nights in a five-star hotel, though 
only seen at night, when passing through the leaky roofs and days of 
toil in a dusty, windowless museum basement was just the kind of 
harassment Indiana would have trusted Grisswald with. Petryk, on 
the other hand, had always been something of Grisswald's favourite, 
although the two men were as dissimilar as could be. 

"Does Grisswald know about this?" Indiana asked. 

"Of my invention?" Petryk shook his head. "No. I was only hinting 
that I—” 

He struggled for words, breaking a smile that became a crooked 
grin on his swollen lips, “—well, I have certain capabilities that 
determine the authenticity of the finds.” 

"And this Malone is after your invention now," Indiana guessed. 

"Yes," admitted Petryk. "It's a mystery to me how he knows about 
it, Dr. 

Jones,” he said. 

"Is it here?" 

"What?" 

"Your invention,” Indiana explained. “Your... atomic clock or 
whatever you want to call it. Is it in Chicago?” 

"God forbid, no!" Petryk's voice sounded almost horrified. "It's in 
a safe place that only I know about." 


"Yes," Indiana muttered, "as only you know of their existence, 
right?" 

"I swear I didn't tell anyone about it!" Petryk claimed. "Or at least 
some very trustworthy people who gave me a hand or got me some 
parts that were difficult to get hold of." 

Indiana sighed. "Ah," he said. "And I assume one of those 
trustworthy people is watching your atomic clock right now." "Of 
course!" said Petryk. 

Indiana preferred to end the subject and tried to move his right 
foot instead. 

It was okay, but already he felt like he was knee-deep in twenty- 
five-year-old Christmas pudding. 

"Don't be afraid, Dr. Jones,” Petryk said suddenly. "I'll tell 
Malone where the device is." 

Indiana looked at him doubtfully. "Your life's work?" 

"Yes," Petryk answered, and Indiana knew he meant it since he 
could tell how difficult that one word was for Petryk. "Nothing is so 
valuable that it can cost a human life." 

"You're right about that, Schlomo," Indiana said. With a resigned 
sigh and a slight shake of the head, he added: 

"But I'm afraid that won't do much good." 

Petryk looked at him questioningly. "How so?" 

"You don't seriously think Malone will let us live?” Indiana 
replied. "The guy's a killer." 

"He hasn't killed anyone yet." 

"No one we know of," Indiana said. “Besides, it doesn't matter. 
He kidnapped us both, and that's almost as punishable as murder in 
this state. 

He had you tortured and threatened me with death. Estimated 
conservatively, that's enough for twenty-five years in prison. He will 
never let us live.” 

The archeology professor blanched under the bruises, greens, and 
blood on Petryk's face. "You mean he's going to-" 

"Kill us one way or the other," Indiana finished. "Yes. But maybe 
we can buy a little time. How long will it be before he finds out that 
the clock isn't in the place you're going to tell him?" 

Apparently, Petryk didn't even understand what he meant. 
"What?" 


Indiana sighed. "Let's try something different," he said. 'Where is 
this device? How long would it take you to bring it here, or have it 
brought here?" 

Petryk shrugged. "A day, maybe a day and a half... Why?" 

"Because that's the time we might have to come up with 
something," 

Indiana said. “Until he gets the watch he won't dare kill you, 
Shlomo. You were absolutely right about what you said before - if he 
kills you, he'll never have it." 

Petryk blinked. He also evidently noticed that there was a flaw in 
Indiana's reasoning, but he didn't know which one. And before he 
could ask a question, the door banged open and Wardrobe stomped 
in. A wide, spiteful grin covered his face as he went first to Petryk 
and then to Indiana to very carefully check the tightness of their 
bonds. 

"What are you doing?" Indiana complained. “Malone promised us 
half an hour. It's not over yet." 

“Well, to be safe, Dr. Jonas,” Wardrobe explained. Still grinning 
like a honey cake horse, he leaned across the table where Hook kept 
his mason's tools behind, picked up a bucket and a four-foot stick, 
and started toward Indiana with them. 

"What are you doing?" Indiana asked, startled. 

Wardrobe didn't answer this time, but instead, grinning, poured a 
gout of ice-cold water into the wooden crates holding Indiana's legs 
while simultaneously beginning to poke around in the already half- 
set cement with the stick. "Well," he said. "So that it's nice to have." 

Indiana swallowed the answer that was on the tip of his tongue at 
the last moment. Wardrobe was absolutely right - cement hardened 
the more and over time you added water as it dried out. But there 
was another side to it — 

it also dried much more slowly, of course. 

Wardrobe soaked Indiana's cement leggings so thoroughly that 
two large puddles formed under his feet. Then he carelessly tossed 
the empty bucket into a corner, broke the stick into manageable little 
pieces which he threw into it, and grinned and left the room without 
another word. 

A good twenty minutes later Malone, Wardrobe and the others 
came back. 


Indiana and Petryk had devised and discarded about fifty escape 
plans in that time, and the cement in the boxes around Indiana's feet 
was already an alarmingly solid consistency; maybe not like twenty, 
but certainly like five year old Christmas pudding. 

"Well, Professor Petryk?" Malone began after Hook had closed 
the door behind him and stood in front of it, arms crossed. 

"Have you consulted your colleague?" "Yes," said Petryk. 

Malone's smile grew a little colder when Petryk said nothing 
more. "Then perhaps you would be so kind as to give me the result of 
your deliberations?" 

"You won," Petryk said gloomily. "I'll tell you where the atomic 
clock is." 

"Look, Professor," Malone replied. 'I knew we'd come to an 
agreement. 

After all, a deal is always possible among sensible people, isn’t 
it?” 

Petryk glared at him, but Malone didn't find that particularly 
irritating. He was probably used to people trying to impale him with 
completely different things, Indiana thought. "So-I'm listening." 

"It's in my office at the university,” Petryk replied. "In the bottom 
right drawer of my desk." 

Malone frowned, and Indiana couldn't help but compliment 
Petryk in his head. It was Friday afternoon. Even if Malone had a 
man in New York, he would have to wait until Monday morning to 
get to Petryk's office. After various burglaries, Grisswald had the 
campus secured very well. The doors had new, solid locks, and 
guards with sheepdogs made their rounds of the university building 
at irregular intervals. 

"Are you sure that's true?” Malone asked suspiciously. "I would 
never keep such a valuable device in such a place." 

"No one in their right mind would do that," Petryk replied calmly. 
"That's why I did it." 

Malone seemed to ponder those words seriously for a few 
seconds, but then his face suddenly brightened and he laughed. 
"Brilliant, little professor, brilliant," he said. "Like I said, I take back 
everything I've ever thought about academics." 

He smiled wordlessly at Petryk for about half a minute, then 
raised his hand and made a gesture in Wardrobe's direction, moving 


his arm further and pointing an extended index finger at Indiana. 
"Throw him out the window," 

he said. 

Indiana's heart leaped in terror up into his throat, and Petryk sat 
up stiffly in his chair. "Why?!" he gasped. 

"But you promised—!" 

"I lied," Malone replied, smiling. "Besides, I want to make sure 
youre telling me the truth, Professor Petryk." 

"But you-" 

Malone interrupted him with an imperious wave of his hand. 
"You see, Professor,” he said. "I am a businessman. And of course, I 
have to see where I stay. Assuming you were telling the truth, then I 
do Professor Jonas 

"Jones," Indiana said. 

"--wrong, of course,” Malone continued imperturbably. "But 
suppose, Professor, you've lied to me - and something tells me you 
have - this is my way of making sure next time you're telling the 
truth." Suddenly all evidence vanished of false kindness in his voice 
and face. His eyes glittered hard as glass. "Next time your son will be 
sitting in that chair, Petryk." He spun around and pointed to Indiana 
again. 

"Come on!" 

Indiana cried out in terror and struggled against his bonds again 
as Wardrobe stomped over, hauling him and his chair up, and only 
then untied the cuffs that held Indiana's hands together behind his 
back of the chair. The decrepit furniture clattered to the floor and 
finally broke, and Indiana felt as if he were being ripped in two by a 
medieval rack as his suddenly heavy feet dropped. He groaned in 
pain and fear, which only made Wardrobe's grin widen. Ignoring 
Indy's desperate resistance, he carried him to the window, held him 
out by his outstretched arms, and leaned forward. 

Indiana stared down, wide-eyed with shock. Beneath him, thirty 
or forty feet deep, rolled the brown-gray waters of the river. The 
building was right on the water. If the fall didn't kill him, the 
hundredweights at his feet would drag him down and he would 
drown miserably. But at least he'd have company, he thought 
sarcastically. He was pretty sure he wasn't the first Malone invited to 
what he thought was a very special fashion show. 


"Not here!" he heard Malone's angry voice from the room. 

Somehow Wardrobe must have gotten this wrong because he let 
go of Indiana. 

Indy couldn't even utter a cry of terror. He fell like a stone, saw 
the surface of the water literally jump towards him - and hit the 
ground! 

Continuing his descent, he felt a terrible blow hit his legs from 
below. He cringed. The shock knocked the air out of his lungs so that 
it rose in a whirlpool of silver bubbles in front of his face. With 
desperate strength he flailed his arms, thrashing, trying to pry his 
legs out of the concrete-filled wooden crates. The cement wasn't hard 
yet, but Wardrobe's stupidity didn't save his life—the cement might 
dissolve quickly, but that would take minutes at least, and he only 
had seconds. With a last, desperate effort, he reared up, threw his 
head back--and broke the surface of the water. 

Indiana Jones was so stunned that for a moment he didn't even 
breathe, he just looked around in total bewilderment. 

He was waist-deep in water, which was less than three feet deep 
at this point, and thirty feet above him he heard Malone's hysterically 
snarling voice, pouring out a torrent of savage abuses at Wardrobe 
that would make even a Moroccan street vendor blush with shame. A 
moment later, Malone's face appeared in the window high above 
him. 

"Stay where you are, Jonas!" Malone yelled. 'We're coming!" 

"Jones!" Indiana automatically yelled back—not staying where he 
was, of course. On the contrary, he redoubled his efforts, his pulling 
his feet out of the softening cement, and the thought of Wardrobe, 
Hook, Scar and the two wannabe Al Capones who were probably 
already tumbling down the iron ladder with knives or pistols drawn 
to help him get an impromptu burial at sea after all, gave him extra 
strength. 

Wardrobe had probably accidentally saved his life after all, 
because the cement was now so soft in the water that it didn't take 
too much effort for him to free himself. He looked around frantically. 
Behind him was ten yards of muddy water, then the waist-high quay 
wall, so he could be on dry land in moments. But Wardrobe and his 
henchmen certainly knew their way around here better than he did. 
If he chose this path, he would only run into them. In the other 
direction, the wall of the warehouse stretched for a good forty or fifty 


yards, and he had to fight a strong current, too. But he was an 
excellent swimmer, and after all he had no other choice. With a 
determined dive he threw himself into the freezing water, dived 
under and made five or six vigorous swimming strokes under the 
water before raising his head for the first time and looking around. 
Wardrobe appeared at the corner of the storage shed just then, 
braced himself against the wall, and almost fell into the water when 
Hook crashed into him from behind. The two of them had enough to 
do with staying on their feet and on land for the next few moments so 
that they didn't see Indiana and he could take another deep breath 
and dive. 

And luck stayed with him. Completely exhausted from his 
struggle against the current, which was far stronger than he had first 
thought, but unnoticed by his pursuers, Indiana climbed ashore at 
the opposite end of the storage shed a few minutes later and fell to 
his hands and knees, panting for a moment to catch his breath again. 
He allowed himself a minute's rest until he had overcome at least the 
worst exhaustion, then he pulled himself up against the wall, looked 
around again to be sure and crept to the opposite corner, crouching. 
The thought of returning voluntarily to the warehouse and thus to 
Malone and his thugs seemed so absurd at first that he had to fight 
with himself for a long time. But on the other hand, he couldn't leave 
Petryk at the mercy of Malone's hands - although the emphasis was 
probably not on mercy. He knew guys like Malone well enough from 
his own painful experience. Despite the easygoing, urbane gentleman 
gangster mask, they often just freaked out at some point and then 
did things that even they later regretted. In that case, however, it was 
more likely that Petryk would feel regret. If he was still able. 

But Indiana really didn't want to face this band of lunatics empty- 
handed! 

Indiana looked around for anything he could use as a weapon, but 
of course he found nothing. Not only was the warehouse deserted, it 
was in a deserted area. That was only logical given its new use. 
Twenty yards away rose another building, scarcely less tall and 
scarcely less dilapidated, and the quay between them was littered 
with years of rubbish and refuse. If he didn't want to throw old paper 
bags and empty beer cans, then... 

But maybe there was something there after all, Indiana's gaze slid 
over the junk again and more attentively, then he crouched and 


began to search a little more thoroughly. 
He found what he was looking for. 


KK 


The storage shed seemed even larger and more menacing than the 
first time, but unfortunately not nearly as deserted: from behind the 
open door of the office room at the top of the stairs he heard 
Malone's voice, talking in an almost hysterical tone to at least one 
other gangster, who stayed with him. 

The others were rattling about somewhere out on the wharf and 
very uncomfortably close. No - he couldn't afford to move even 
remotely slowly or even cautiously. Especially since he would leave 
clear traces in the hall, whether he wanted to or not: Remnants of 
cement, which had stuck stubbornly like old wallpaper paste to his 
pants, were still stuck to his legs, and he was dripping wet. On the 
probably ancient dust of the warehouse floor, he would leave marks 
so obvious that the three fools out there might ponder for a while 
longer before they realized that their victim had escaped them. And, 
of course, there was the fact that Malone might expect anything but 
Indiana to come back. 

He took one last look over his shoulder, then broke away from the 
shadow of the door that had at least given him the illusion of cover 
for the last few seconds and charged forward. The steps of the iron 
staircase rumbled even louder than the first time under his footsteps, 
but he could n't take that into account now. Malone would assume it 
was Wardrobe or one of the others coming back anyway. 

In front of the door he hesitated again. He really wasn't scared, 
but he also knew that neither Malone nor his men were weaklings or 
even had inhibitions about killing a person. 

And he himself was far from in good shape. After all, he had 
fallen a good ten meters deep into the river. There was hardly a spot 
on his body that didn't hurt, and fighting against the current had 
taken every last bit of strength from him. And finally he had to be 
careful not to get Petryk hurt. 

Malone was quite capable of it- 

A noise behind him interrupted his thoughts. Indy froze for a 
second, then turned all the way around - and groaned as he 


recognized the broad-shouldered figure that had entered the hall. He 
had hesitated too long. 

Wardrobe only had to look up to see him up here on display! 

And not only that. The giant had taken a few steps into the hall 
and stopped, practically standing on the damp trail Indiana had 
left! He would have to be blind not to see it. 

But he obviously was. 

He stood there for a while, looking around - and then he turned 
away and cupped his hands in front of his mouth. "Don't eat here!" 
he yelled at his cronies outside. “Keep searching. Maybe lying around 
somewhere. I must have broken all the bones of the guy when he fell 
out of the window!” 

Indiana breathed a sigh of relief as Wardrobe with far-reaching 
steps left the hall again. That had been close. If this guy weren't so 
indescribably stupid, he would have been discovered already. 

He turned back carefully, pulled his improvised weapon from 
under his jacket and, with bated breath, approached the door. 
Malone's voice, shrill and hysterical through the grimy glass. Indy 
couldn't make out the individual words, but it was clear what was 
going on: He was either swearing at Petryk or at his men. Or both. 

Indy pushed open the door resolutely, slipped through, and 
locked it behind him. Malone stood bent over Petryk, legs apart, 
hands waving angrily, and was yelling at him the at the top of his 
voice. Scarface was standing next to him. 

Malone took no notice of whoever entered. Scarface did. His eyes 
widened when he saw Indiana. He began to shake Malone's shoulder 
hastily and more violently, but Malone was busy swearing at Petryk 
and painting his future in the blackest of colors. He simply pushed 
Scar's hand aside. 

Indiana cleared his throat exaggeratedly loudly. "Sorry," he said. 
"T hate to interfere, but..." 

Malone froze. He just stood there for a heartbeat, then turned 
and stared at Indiana with bulging eyes. "Dr ... Jonas!’ he gasped. 

"Jones," Indiana corrected him. "Now, if you would be so kind as 
to untie Professor Petryk..." 

Malone's jaw dropped. For a few seconds he was simply stunned. 
But he quickly recovered. The incredulous look on his face gave way 
to a spiteful grin. 


"Dr. Jonas! What a surprise to see you again.” He held up his 
hand. 

"Scarface! Finish him!" 

Scarface took a step in Indiana's direction and stopped as Indy 
raised his weapon menacingly. His eyes widened in amazement when 
he saw what Indiana was holding in his right hand. And then he 
started laughing out loud. 

Indiana could even understand that reaction. At first glance, what 
he was carrying looked more comic than menacing: a forearm-length 
piece of a broken shovel handle to which he had tied a ten-foot rope; 
just the kind of homemade whip that kids used to play with on the 
street. 

"You aren't, Dr. Jonas,” Malone said. 

"I'm afraid so," Indy replied - and brandished the whip. Fairness 
or not, there were moments when it was just better to strike first. 

Had he been holding his own real whip, the collection of scars on 
Scarface's face at that moment would have added another feature. 
But even so, the blow was enough to make the gangster stagger two 
steps back against the wall with a surprised scream. Indiana 
completed the move in a near-perfect half-circle, and the knife 
Malone had pulled from under his jacket suddenly flew away and 
stuck, trembling, in the wall. 

Malone stared at his empty hand in amazement. But even now his 
surprise only lasted moments before it was replaced by an even 
greater anger. 

"Scarface!" he yelled. "Grab him! Kill the man!'" Scarface rushed 
forward, hands raised protectively to ward off another blow from 
Indiana's improvised whip. But Indiana didn't slap his face again. 

He aimed for his legs. 

The whip really was nothing more than a toy. The hemp rope 
wrapped around the man's ankles and snapped as Indiana yanked 
back the whip handle with all his might. But the force of the blow was 
still enough to knock Scarface off his feet. He stumbled clumsily, 
then fell forward, slid past Indiana, splintered through the rickety 
door, and, with the momentum of his own movement, shot over the 
small platform and disappeared with a piercing shriek. 

Malone's face lost all color. 

"Untie Petryk!" Indiana said menacingly. "If I have to do it 
myself, I could get very angry." 


Malone did not untie Petryk. Instead, brass knuckles with razor- 
sharp spikes suddenly appeared as if by magic in his right fist. With a 
scream he lunged forward. 

Indiana snapped the handle of his homemade whip across his 
skull. Malone rolled his eyes and fell to the ground like a felled tree. 

"Dr Jones!” Petryk breathed a sigh of relief. “Thank heavens! I 
thought you were dead!” 

Indiana rushed over to him, crouched behind his chair and tried 
to untie Petryk, fingers flying. That turned out to be not so easy. 
Petryk had apparently been tied to this chair for hours. His wrists 
were bruised and swollen, and the ropes had dug deep into his skin. 

"We're not out of here yet," he said. “The hardest is yet to come. 
Can you walk?" 

"I think so," Petryk replied, and then qualified with the next 
breath: "But not very quickly." 

"I was afraid of that," Indiana murmured. He managed to untie 
the bonds around Petryk's hands with a powerful tug. Petryk flinched 
in pain, but made no sound. 

Indy looked nervously at the door. It seemed almost a miracle to 
him that Wardrobe and his cronies hadn't shown up yet. But how 
long did such a miracle last? 

He hastily pulled Petryk off his chair and made sure he could 
stand on his own before gently turning him around and maneuvering 
him toward the exit. 

The door was thrown open before they reached it; so hard that it 
hit the wall and the glass shattered with a clatter. Wardrobe 
appeared in the opening. 

At first the giant seemed more frightened than angry; Nor did 
Indiana give him a chance to overcome his surprise. 

He pushed Petryk to the ground and jumped at Wardrobe. If he 
had any chance against this giant, it would be if he caught him 
quickly. 

Indiana faked a punch to Wardrobe's chin while dodging a very 
clumsy punch from the giant and kicking. His foot caught 
Wardrobe's most sensitive area. 

The giant squeaked. The color of his face went from red to chalky 
white and back to red in a single instant, while his eyes seemed to 
bulge from their sockets. Then he fell backwards out the door, arms 
spread wide, taking Hook behind him and his two cronies with him. 


With a clatter and a rattle, the four figures fell down the stairs in a 
single knot of bodies and limbs entangled. 

Even Indiana was amazed at the success of his attack - until his 
head lowered and saw his shoes. Wardrobe's involuntary help and 
the river water had dissolved most of the cement; but only a part. His 
shoes must have weighed about ten times their normal weight. A 
thick armor of already solidified concrete covered his feet almost to 
the ankles. 

Indiana ran to the door. Wardrobe and the other three had rolled 
almost all the way down the stairs but were already getting to their 
feet. The only reason they hadn't made it back upstairs was that 
Wardrobe was so clumsy that he kept falling, knocking the other 
three off their feet. But Indiana was definitely not going to get out of 
the arena with Petryk that way. 

Indiana's gaze swept desperately around the room. But there was 
only one other exit... 

"Can you swim, Schlomo?" Indiana asked. 

Petryk didn't answer. But his face lost every last bit of color as he 
realized what Indiana meant by his question. 

Indiana, however, gave him no time to reply. 


Chicago 
Bel Air Hotel 
Two hours later 


The cab had taken them to their hotel, but the driver had adamantly 
refused to let Indiana out and wait to come back to pay for the fare. 
And this despite the fact that Indiana had suggested leaving Petryk 
as his guarantor. Indiana could even understand him. Fifteen 
minutes after their leap to freedom, they were soaked through and 
crawled ashore on the other side of the river, utterly exhausted. Of 
course, Indiana had claimed that he had deliberately brought Petryk 
to the opposite side to shake off their pursuers—but the fact was, he 
simply hadn't had the strength to fight the current anymore. If the 
warehouse had been two miles nearer the mouth, the current would 
probably have carried them out into Lake Michigan. That the taxi 
had even stopped to pick up the two sodden, trembling figures was 
another miracle. 

However, the driver's philanthropy didn't go so far as to let 
Indiana go to the hotel alone. Instead, he had carefully locked his car 
and accompanied Indiana. Petryk waited. 

The doorman of the third-rate hovel that Grisswald had booked 
for them from New York was amazed when Professor Jones 


approached him with his clothes torn and splattered with cement, 
followed by a taxi driver whose expression betrayed how much he 
already regretted to have picked up the two passengers. Not only had 
they messed up the upholstery of his car, but they might not even be 
able to pay for the fare. 


In front of the counter stood a boy of ten or eleven with a huge 
German Shepherd on a leash. Indiana took only a quick glance at 
both of them, but he still noticed that the boy was dressed rather 
extraordinarily: a heavy black work jacket that he might as well have 
worn as an overcoat, coarse cotton trousers, and shoes that had to 
weigh a hundred pounds each. Under his left arm he had a package 
wrapped in oiled paper and tied with thin twine, and in his hands he 
was wringing the brim of a round black hat. The dog growled softly 
when it saw Indiana and laid its ears back. 

"Dr Jones!' The porter scrambled to his feet. "What on earth 
happened?" 

Indiana noticed out of the corner of his eye that the boy sat up 
straight and suddenly looked at him with wide eyes. However, he 
paid no further attention to it. "Nothing," he replied as he stormed 
toward the stairs. The hotel didn't have anything like an elevator. “I 
was in a downpour and didn't have my umbrella with me.' He 
popped one wave of his hand over his shoulder back at the cab 
driver. "Please pay the man and tip him too. Put it on the bill.” 

"There were two gentlemen looking for you earlier, Dr. Jones!” 
the porter called after him. "And this boy has been waiting for you 
for a while!" 

Indiana stopped abruptly. "Two men?" He turned and looked first 
at the boy and then at the doorman, almost startled. "What kind of 
men?" 

"Dr Jones?” The boy shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot and 
at the same time took a step closer. "Are you Dr. Indiana Jones?” 

"Yes," Indiana replied dismissively, concentrating again on the 
porter. "Men?" he repeated. "What do you mean?" 

"They wanted to speak to you," answered the porter. 'You and 
Professor Petryk. I don't know what they wanted. Didn't say. But 
they were kind of...” He struggled for words. 


"Strange?" Indiana suggested. He looked nervously up the stairs. 
He had been well aware of the risk of returning to the BEL AIR 
HOTEL. But he had hoped to have a little more time. After all, this 
wasn't an abandoned warehouse in the port, but a lively 
neighborhood. And it was broad daylight; both should actually keep 
Malone from another kidnapping. Theoretically. 

As a practical matter, the guy was probably just plain too dumb to 
see the risk of kidnapping in broad daylight. 

"Dr Jones, I...would like to speak to you,” the boy said hesitantly. 
"Uncle Herbert said I should contact you because -" 

"Not now," Indiana interrupted impatiently. He turned back to 
the porter. 

"Are those two still here?" 

The porter said no. Suddenly he grinned. “They gave me ten 
dollars to call them as soon as you or Professor Petryk show up. 
Should I do that?" 

"Hardly," Indiana replied. "If you really want to make a call, call 
the police.” 

"The police?” The porter was visibly startled. "But -" 

"Dr Jones, please!” the boy said urgently. "Uncle Herbert said you 
were the only one who could help me." 

Indiana ignored him. He really didn't have time right now to deal 
with the problems of some complete stranger's children. 

"T'll explain that to you as soon as I get back," he called over his 
shoulder to the porter as he stormed up the stairs two at a time. 
Inside he cursed himself. What was wrong with him? He had been 
anything but cautious. 

The mistake of driving here first instead of going straight to the 
nearest police station or flagging down a squad car wasn't his first 
mistake. 

Apparently the smack on the head Wardrobe had given him last 
night had been a little harder than he wanted to admit. 

He reached the second floor where Petryks and his room were, 
paused for a moment and then walked on faster when he saw no one. 
Nevertheless, his eyes swept suspiciously and very attentively over 
every door he passed. The fact that the two strange men were gone 
didn't mean that Malone hadn't left him with an unwelcome 
surprise. 


In front of his room door he stopped for a moment to listen. 
Nothing. 

Carefully he turned the handle, first opening the door a narrow 
crack and then with a determined jerk yanked it fully open. Also this 
time: nothing. 

The room was empty. Empty and untouched. 

Indiana had expected to find everything ransacked and 
completely trashed, but nothing had been touched. Malone's men 
had either been very cautious or—which seemed more likely to 
Indiana given this gang of idiots—hadn't even bothered to search his 
room. 

To be on the safe side, he locked the door behind him, tore off his 
wet clothes so that the cement chunks flew, and put on dry clothes. 
Finally, he slipped into the worn leather jacket that he carried at the 
bottom of his holdall, pulled a battered felt hat out of the same bag, 
and finally the third and last utensil that he always carried with him 
on his travels, and from the staid, sometimes slightly unworldly- 
looking archeology professor, he became the other Indiana Jones 
that also existed: his whip. He owed it to that, that he was still alive 
at all. 

For a moment he weighed it thoughtfully in his hand, but then 
pushed it behind his back into his waistband. Better he didn't behave 
any more conspicuously than he already had. 

In a dresser drawer he found the definitive proof that Malone's 
people hadn't searched his room: his battered wallet containing five 
hundred dollars in mixed currencies. His iron reserve, without which 
he traveled just as little as without his whip or his hat. He pocketed 
it, left the room again and opened the opposite door. 

As untouched as his room had been, the sight of Petryk's was 
exactly what he had expected. Not a drawer that hadn't been ripped 
out and turned over; not a suitcase that hadn't been dumped-- 
Malone's men had even ripped off the bed sheet and ripped open the 
mattress so the horsehair stuffing was scattered all over the room. 
Indiana didn't bother searching the room again. 

If there had been anything in here worth taking, Malone's men 
had taken it. 

And besides, he didn't want to cover any tracks the crooks might 
have left behind. The police were sometimes peculiar on this point. 


He went back downstairs and went to the reception desk. The boy 
and his sheepdog were still there. The boy started to say something 
but snapped his mouth shut as soon as he saw Indiana's impatient 
gaze. "Have you called the police?" 

"Not yet, sir." 

"Please, Dr. Jones!' said the boy. "It is important. I came all this 
way just to- 


Indiana silenced him with an unwilling gesture. "Not now, kid," 
he said. "T'll talk to you later, okay? But I have more important things 
to do at the moment!’ He looked at the porter, and the man went on 
with his explanation. He seemed a little nervous. "You see, Dr. Jones. 
We don't like having the police in the house. It's... bad for business. 
It damages the good reputation of our house.” 

Indiana wondered what reputation the guy was talking about, but 
just shrugged. "Whatever you say. But before you make that final 
decision, you might want to take a look at Professor Petryk's room." 

"Why?" The porter paled a little. 

Indiana grinned. "Did you pay the taxi driver?" 

"Twelve dollars," confirmed the porter. ‘Plus three for a tip, like 
you said. 

But what about Professor Petryk's room? Why so -" 

"First take a look,” Indiana called happily as he headed back out. 

The little nuisance called him again "Dr. Jones — please!” 
afterwards, and Indiana instinctively quickened his pace in case the 
boy decided to run after him. 

The cab was still parked in the same spot on the opposite side of 
the road, and Indiana made out Petryk's outline in the back seat. The 
driver was already behind the wheel and leaning over the passenger 
seat to open the rear door when Indiana stepped out onto the road. 
Apparently, the three-dollar tip had been enough to make up for his 
leaky clothes. 

Indiana hurried around the car and sat in the back seat, closing 
the door behind him before turning to the driver. "Take us to the 
nearest police station.” He turned to Petryk. "Are you all right, 
Shlomo?" 

Petryk didn't respond. He was staring blankly at the driver's back, 
hands clenched in his lap. He was trembling all over. But not from 
the cold. The look on his face was pure fear. 


"What's the matter with you, Schlomo?" Indiana asked, alarmed. 
“You don't have to be afraid anymore. It's over. We're going straight 
to the police station.” It suddenly struck him that the driver hadn't 
even started the engine yet. 

"What's the matter?” he asked indignantly. “I said: Take us to the 
nearest police station. Are you hard of hearing?’ 

The driver turned and Indiana jumped as if he had been 
electrocuted. The taxi driver was no longer behind the wheel. The 
man was wearing his shirt, his dingy leather waistcoat and also the 
leather peaked cap. 

But the face underneath was Hook's. And in his right hand he no 
longer carried a mason's trowel, but a large caliber revolver, the 
muzzle of which was aimed squarely at Indiana's face. 

At the same moment something rustled, and suddenly a figure sat 
up in the front passenger seat, whose shoulders almost seemed to 
burst through the fabric of the black double-breasted suit in which 
they were stuck. 

"To the police, Dokta Jonas?" Wardrobe grinned from ear to ear 
and suddenly conjured up a revolver that could have served as a 
ship's gun. “No, no. To the cops who I definitely don't drive, Dokta 
Jonas!" 

"Jones," Indiana sighed resignedly. 


KK 


They just turned two corners and got to the other side of the block, 
where Malone and the rest of his gang were waiting for them in 
Chicago thug style, in a black pickup truck with Laundry signage on 
it. The gathering was complete. Even Scarface had come. His face 
had changed a bit and he seemed to be in pain when he moved, but 
otherwise he was alive and kicking. And in a bad mood. 

He greeted Indiana with a punch in the abdomen that sent him to 
his knees as soon as he climbed into the van behind Petryk. 

"Scarface, please!" Malone said reprovingly. "You treat someone 
who is a guest like that?" 

Indiana gasped for air. Colorful stars danced before his eyes and 
he struggled to get to his feet. Malone roughly nudged Petryk onto 
one of the narrow wooden bench seats bolted to the sides of the 
wagon, and Hook snatched Indiana up and held him in an iron grip 


while Wardrobe stepped behind him and began to frisk him 
thoroughly. But obviously not thorough enough. He didn't see the 
whip Indiana was carrying, curled up under his jacket. "Okay," he 
said. "He's clean." 

"I suppose so." Malone grinned. "He's had enough baths, after 
all." He roughly grabbed Indiana's chin. Indiana had to look him 
straight in the face. 

Malone's face had also changed. There was a huge bump over his 
right eye. 

Indiana wondered if Malone was holding grudges. Probably. 

"You amaze me more and more, Dr. Jonas,” Malone continued in 
a cutting voice that was suddenly devoid of any trace of faux- 
friendliness. “I think I need to fundamentally change my attitude 
towards you academics. You are really good. But I think we've played 
around long enough." 

He nudged Indiana in the chest with the palm of his hand, 
sending him flopping down on the bench next to Shlomo, and turned 
to Petryk. “Okay, little professor. Where is that thing? And no more 
stories or it'll get really uncomfortable.” He gestured violently at 
Hook and then at Indiana. “We could repeat what we did this 
morning, little professor. But this time, just to be safe, I would order 
Hook to nail Jonas's feet to the boxes.” 

Petryk said nothing. Malone made the slightest motion of his 
hand, and Hook punched Petryk in the stomach so hard he almost 
fell off the bench. 

"Stop it!" said Indiana. 

Malone grinned widely, but motioned for Hook to stop for a 
moment. 

Indiana's gaze swept the car. It was exasperating. The two backup 
Capones were in the front seat, but aside from Malone himself, 
Hook, Scarface, and Wardrobe were in the back. Even if he could get 
his whip, any attempt to fight back would be downright suicide. 

"Tell him, Shlomo," he said. "It has no purpose." 

"I see you are a sensible man, Dr. Jonas,” Malone said. "Take his 
example, Professor Petryk. A man should know when he's lost. So - 
where is this thing? And don't come back to me with any tall tales. 
I'm going to find out the truth." 

"It's . . . here," Petryk admitted sheepishly. "In Chicago." He 
glanced at Indiana for forgiveness. "I... didn't tell you the truth, Dr. 


Jones i know I...I wasn't sure. I'm sorry." 

"It's okay," Malone said impatiently. “I don't care where the thing 
isn't , little professor. I'm interested in where it is." 

"Very... very close," Petryk said haltingly. "Just... just a few 
blocks away." 

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a sodden piece of 
paper. 

Malone snatched the receipt from his fingers, gave it a quick 
glance, and pursed his lips appreciatively. "Not stupid, little 
professor," he said. 'Not stupid at all. It's a shame we're on different 
sides. I could use a bright mind like you in my organization .” He 
leaned forward into the cab of the laundry truck and pressed the slip 
of paper into the driver's hand. The engine started and the car rocked 
into motion. 

They actually drove only a few streets before the car stopped 
again. Petryk glanced out the front window and started to get up, but 
Malone pushed him back roughly and shook his head. "No, no, little 
professor," he said. “I can't help it, but somehow I don't trust you 
anymore. Who knows, in the end you'll just decide to run away and 
leave us here with poor Doctor Jonas.” 

He pointed to Indiana. "Dr Jonas and I will get your miracle 
device, if you don't mind." 

He pushed open the back doors of the van. "Wardrobe, Scarface - 
you come with me!" 

Indiana was roughly hauled up. Wardrobe pushed him out so 
hard he nearly fell. 

They crossed the street and headed for a small shop. As they got 
closer, Indiana realized it was a small watchmaker's shop. Petryk had 
a certain subtle sense of humor. 

Malone handed him Petryk's note. "You pick up the watch, Dr. 
Jonas,” he said. “And please, don't try anything stupid. We still have 
Professor Petryk in our power. Hook is dying to try something new 
on him.” 

A tiny bell above the door jingled happily as they entered the 
store. The store was much larger than it appeared from the outside, 
but so crowded it was almost impossible to breathe. Everywhere 
there were shelves, tables and glass display cases full of watches in 
every imaginable size, design and price range. The ticking of 
hundreds, if not thousands, of clockworks sounded like the breathing 


of a great mechanical animal. A shadowy semidarkness and the smell 
of dry dust made everything a little spooky. 

A slim, bespectacled, gray-haired man stepped out from behind a 
curtain and glared at Wardrobe, Scarface and Indiana before finally 
turning to Malone, whose looks might have been the closest match to 
his regular clientele. "Sir?" 

Malone cleared his throat, and Wardrobe gave Indiana a friendly 
shove in the back that almost knocked him off his feet. He regained 
his balance at the last moment and handed Petryk's note to the 
shopkeeper. 

The man took it with pointed fingers—after all, he was still 
dripping with wetness, gave it a very long, very thoughtful, and very, 
very suspicious look, and finally gave Indiana an even longer, even 
more thoughtful, and even more suspicious look. He still didn't say a 
word, just looked down at Indiana in irritation. As Indiana followed 
his gaze, he understood his disapproving frown. 

He had changed his clothes, but in his haste he was wearing 
cement and had water marks on his shoes and pants. The 
narrowness of the van and the proximity to the wet Petryk had done 
their bit. 

He cleared his throat awkwardly and exaggeratedly, and the 
bespectacled man finally tore himself from the sight of the damp 
stains on his pants and managed to say, "What can I do for you, sir?" 

"My name is Jones," Indiana replied. "Dr Indiana Jones. I've 
come for this pick-up ticket." He nodded at the piece of paper in the 
watchmaker's hands. 

The grey-haired man looked down at it as if seeing it for the first 
time. He nodded hesitantly. 

"It's one of our pick-up slips," he said. "But I don't know if I-" 

"It's okay," Indiana said hastily. "Professor Petryk cannot come 
himself. He asked me to collect the watch for him.” 

The watchmaker's suspicions were by no means allayed, but 
rather seemed to be fueled by Indiana's words - and probably also by 
his appearance and that of his companions. Which Indy would have 
welcomed under normal circumstances. But Malone was at the end 
of his tether. "It's okay," Indiana said hastily. "You can call the hotel 
if you think it necessary. my name is Jones They know me there. We 
live in-” 


"I know where Professor Petryk lives," the grey-haired man 
interrupted him. 

"If you'll excuse me for a moment." And with that he disappeared 
back behind the curtain from which he had emerged moments 
before. 

Wardrobe scowled after him. "Why don't you just smack him in 
the mouth and take that thing for us?" he growled. 

"Not a bad idea," Malone said, and Indiana added almost 
conversationally, 

"I agree. Start looking for Petryk's watch. I'm sure you know what 
it looks like." 

Malone, Wardrobe, and Scarface all looked at each other in 
dismay, and Indiana could tell his guess was spot on. Inwardly he 
breathed a sigh of relief. At least for the moment he had prevented 
violence. 

The grey-haired man remained hidden behind his curtain for a 
long time, where they could hear him rumbling and talking quietly to 
someone on the phone without being able to make out a single word. 
"What if he calls the cops?" Wardrobe whispered after a while. 

"Why should he?" Indiana retorted just as quietly. "We're just 
picking something up, aren't we?" He shot an almost imploring look 
at both Wardrobe and Malone, and inwardly he breathed a second 
breath when the watchmaker finally ended his call and returned. 

His expression had completely changed. He seemed a little 
embarrassed now and even smiled. It was just the businesslike smile 
of a shopkeeper confronting a customer, but at least the suspicion 
was gone from his eyes. "I called the BEL AIR," he said. "Excuse me, 
gentlemen, but you must understand my caution. After all, my 
customers sometimes entrust me with valuable items. I can't just 
take a note from someone I don't know -" 

"It's okay, it's okay," Malone interrupted impatiently. "Give us the 
thing." 

Indiana made a quick gesture of reassurance. "Excuse me, my 
colleague," 

he said. 'But we're really in a hurry. Professor Petryk is urgently 
waiting for our return.” 

The watchmaker's smile seemed several degrees colder, but he 
said no more, turning with a shrug and disappearing behind his 
curtain again; this time, however, only to return after a few 


moments. In his right hand he held a black lacquered wooden box 
measuring perhaps a foot by eight-by-eight inches. There was an 
audible jingle as he set it down on the glass case in front of him. The 
box must be very heavy. 

Malone reached for it, but the watchmaker put his hand on the lid 
with an almost casual gesture and looked questioningly from one to 
the other. 

"That'll be twelve fifty," he said. “Which of you men ...?" 

Malone looked completely perplexed for a moment. Then he 
motioned to Wardrobe. The giant reached into his jacket and pulled 
out a wallet, which Indiana quickly identified as his own, flipped it 
open, and placed a twenty-dollar bill on the display case next to the 
case. 

"That's right," Malone said generously. "The rest is for you." 

The grey-haired man took the note, thanked him with a friendly 
smile and demonstratively pushed the box over to Wardrobe. "Let 
me ask you one more question?" he then turned to Indiana. 

Indy nodded. "For sure." 

Again a trace of embarrassment spread across the watchmaker's 
face. "I know I really shouldn't," he said. "But I must admit I've 
looked inside. It really is a fascinating instrument. How does it 
work?" 

Wardrobe and Scarface looked at each other in dismay, and 
Indiana was helpless for a moment too. He didn't even know exactly 
what the box contained. Finally he saved himself with a smile and an 
answer that was pretty close to the truth. "I have no idea myself," he 
said. "I'm an archaeologist, you know? Professor Petryk is the 
physicist among us. But I'll put your question to him. I'm sure Petryk 
would be happy to have someone to talk shop with." 

"That would be nice," said the watchmaker. "And again, please 
excuse the inconvenience I've caused you." 

"It doesn't matter," Indiana reassured him. He caught a menacing 
sideways glance from Malone and realized the gangster was really 
running out of patience. Nonetheless, he continued, "On the 
contrary, I find it extremely reassuring that there are still business 
people today who take their work seriously. The situation does 
indeed give you cause for suspicion." 

"Who are you telling that to?" answered the grey-haired man 
sadly. "Just a few days ago a store was robbed for not even thirty 


dollars." 

Malone cleared his throat exaggeratedly. "Professor Petryk is 
waiting for us, Dr. Jonas,” he said. 

Indiana ignored him. His thoughts raced. He knew this might be 
his very last chance. If he left the store and went back to the car with 
Malone and the others, he'd probably just leave as a corpse. As does 
Petryk. But he couldn't risk trying to escape in here either. Even if he 
didn't endanger the watchmaker, the gangsters would still have 
Petryk in their power. And now that they had what they wanted, 
there was no reason for them to care. 

His gaze fell past the watchmaker through the pane to the street, 
and for a moment he thought he saw something that made his 
courage sink even further: a boy of about ten or eleven in a jacket 
that was much too large, disappearing behind the van. That was all 
he needed! Apparently the lad had run after him - as if he didn't have 
enough worries at the moment to also worry about the safety of a 
stray child bringing him news from some unknown uncle. 

"Dr Jonas, please!” Malone said sharply. “Professor Petryk is 
waiting. He would be very sorry if you unnecessarily delay our 
return, I'm sure." 

The threat in those words was clear enough. Indiana resigned. 
Maybe there would be a chance for him when they were on the street. 

Or better yet, when they got back in the car. Yes, at that moment 
he had to risk it. When Malone opened the door and was distracted 
for a moment. A quick hop in the car, a leap forward, and a well- 
placed punch, and with any luck he'd be able to catch the driver off 
guard and drive off before the others even knew what he was up to. 
Indiana well knew the odds of even getting past Hook were 
ridiculously small, but what other choice did he have? 

They stepped out into the street again. Wardrobe clutched the 
box of Petryk's invention to his chest like a treasure and was 
probably so encumbered with the task that he had trouble not 
tripping over his own feet. 

Malone, however, was keeping a close eye on Indiana, and 
Scarface's right hand had disappeared into his jacket pocket. Indiana 
had a pretty good idea of what was inside. 

He searched the street unobtrusively. A few passers-by strolled 
along the sidewalks, a car chugged by... but there was no sign of the 
boy and his dog. 


Maybe he was wrong after all. He hoped so. 

Indiana's steps involuntarily slowed as they neared the laundry 
car. Once again he went through his plan in his head — if you really 
wanted to be crazy enough to accept his crazy idea as a plan. The 
odds of getting a bullet in the back, a knife, or both before he even 
took the first step were about ten thousand to one. Against him. 

Still, every muscle tensed when Malone reached for the door. He 
only had this one, this one chance... He didn't need it. It turned out 
differently. 

Malone twisted the chrome handle, but when he tried to pull the 
door open, it was pushed open from the inside with such force that 
he staggered back and went down with a scream. A huge, shaggy 
monster that appeared to be all claws and teeth and glowing yellow 
eyes jumped out of the car howling and crashed into Wardrobe, 
knocking him off his feet. 

Indy instinctively recoiled, bumping into Scarface and almost 
unintentionally throwing him off balance. The kick with which he 
completely swept his legs away from under him a fraction of a second 
later, on the other hand, was more intentional. 

Scarface fell, but despite his injured leg, he got up with a 
surprisingly quick movement - and fell backwards onto the pavement 
a second time as his face collided rudely with Indiana's knee. This 
time he stayed down. 

Indiana whirled around, pulling the whip from his belt at the 
same time. But he didn't need the weapon. 

Wardrobe was lying on his back, arms thrown up, trying 
desperately to protect his face from the attacks of the monster that 
had jumped at him from inside the car and, on closer inspection, 
turned out to be nothing more than a huge gray wolfhound holding 
Wardrobe's shoulders down, nailed by massive paws to the ground 
while simultaneously salivating and yapping alternately snapping at 
his throat and face, tearing great chunks out of the fabric of his 
jacket. Dazed, Malone sat on his rump and stared into space. 

Blood spurted from his nose and the swelling over his right eye 
was joined by a huge, growing bruise over the other. 

Most amazing of all was what Indiana saw as he looked inside the 
car. 
When he got out, Petryk was perched on the bench like a 
miserable heap, guarded by Hook and the other two crooks. Now it 


was Hook, on his knees, holding his bleeding nose, and his two 
cronies crouched beside him, hands crossed over their heads and 
wide-eyed with shock, they looked down the barrel of a huge pistol 
that Petryk was waving threateningly in the air in front of their faces. 
The way he was holding the gun, Indiana thought, the best he could 
do was shoot himself in the knee but thank God the three cutthroats 
were too startled to notice. 

In addition to Petryk and the three crooks, there was now a 
fourth guest in the car - none other than the boy who had spoken to 
Indiana at the hotel. So, he wasn't mistaken when he thought he saw 
him. 

Indiana gestured at the wolfhound, who was evidently about to 
tear wardrobe to shreds. "Is that your dog?" The boy nodded. 

"You should call him back before he kills the man," Indiana said. 

The boy smiled shyly and shook his head. "He would never do 
that," he said. Nevertheless, he shouted loudly: "Killer! Killer!" Out!" 

The dog ripped another piece of Wardrobe's jacket and scratched 
the skin underneath, but then backed off with a menacing, almost 
reluctant-sounding growl. However, only a few centimeters away. 
His menacingly open mouth hovered barely a hand's breadth above 
Wardrobe's face. 

Indiana reached for the box that Wardrobe had dropped, picked 
it up, and leapt to Petryk and the boy in the car. He quickly took the 
gun from Petryk before he could hurt anyone else with it, gestured 
for him to step aside and at the same time nodded his head to the 
three crooks. "Out!" 

The two Al Capone copies didn't need to be told twice, but 
disappeared from the car so quickly that they seemed magically gone. 
Hook, on the other hand, stood awkwardly, slowly removing his 
hands from his face, then looking down at his bloodstained fingers. 
Indiana grimaced when he saw Hook's nose. Apparently, Wardrobe 
wasn't the first to get into a fight with the boy's dog. Going forward, 
Hook wouldn't just need a patch over his right eye. 

"Get out!" said Indiana again. Hook stared at him so hostilely for 
a second that Indiana wouldn't have wondered if he had rushed him 
despite the threat of the gun, but then he turned and got out of the 
car with a provocatively slow stride. At the same moment, the 
wolfhound finally broke away from Wardrobe and jumped over to 
them. 


"Dr Jones,” the boy began. "I -" 

"Not now," Indiana said hastily. He quickly pulled the door shut, 
locked it and with two mighty strides was in the driver's cab of the 
van. He tossed the pistol carelessly on the seat beside him, turned 
the key in the ignition and slammed into gear as soon as the engine 
had started. The car started to move with a hard jerk that almost 
knocked Petryk and the boy off their feet, and Killer started to growl 
menacingly again. The car shot out into the middle of the street and 
squeaked and screeched around the next bend almost on two wheels 
as Indiana ruthlessly accelerated. 

"Dr Jones!” shouted Petryk. "What are you up to? Do you want to 
kill us?" 

"On the contrary!" Indiana roared, shifting gears and accelerating 
even more. The speedometer needle climbed to forty, then fifty miles 
per hour, and the engine roared in protest under Indiana's feet, as if 
it were about to fall apart. Nevertheless, Indiana didn't slow down, 
just accelerated even more. They shot through two or three 
intersections, screeched around several corners, and probably broke 
every single traffic rule that had ever been enacted in this city. Still, 
Indiana didn't throttle back until they were seven or eight blocks 
from where Malone and his cronies had stayed. 

With a sigh of relief, he disengaged, steered the car to the right- 
hand side of the road, and turned the ignition key back. The engine 
died, suddenly magically restarted by itself, burbled a few more 
times, then died again. 

Indiana frowned, turned the key in the ignition, and waited for 
the starter to click, but nothing happened. Obviously, the rough 
treatment had been too much for the already decrepit engine. 

"Dr Jones!' Petryk clambered over the back of the passenger seat 
and dropped down beside him. Startled, he straightened up again 
and pulled out the pistol he had been sitting on. Only then did he 
continue in an almost shrill voice. "Where on earth did you learn to 
drive? Do you realize that a traffic accident can be as deadly as a 
pistol bullet?" 

Indiana chuckled. "For a man who's just dealt with three full- 
grown Chicago thugs, you're pretty scared, Schlomo," he said. 

Petryk suddenly looked a little embarrassed. He didn't look at 
Indiana. "I didn't do it," he admitted. 

"What happened?" Indiana asked. 


Petryk nodded his head back. "It was the boy,” he said. 

Indiana wasn't too surprised. He could roughly guess what had 
happened. 

Nevertheless, he turned around and looked at the boy in the black 
jacket questioningly and really attentively for the first time. "You?" 

But the boy shook his head violently. "It was Killer,” he explained 
with pride in his voice. The wolfhound straightened up beside him 
and pricked up his ears at hearing his name. He whimpered softly. 
His tail began to wag a regular beat on the floor of the car. An 
amazing change had suddenly taken place in the huge beast. The 
beast that two minutes ago had been threatening to tear apart a hunk 
like Wardrobe seemed suddenly to have become a lapdog; perhaps a 
little tall, but in no way capable of harming a hair on a living 
creature. 

"You did good," Indiana said. "And you too, Schlomo." 

For some reason, Petryk seemed to have an absurd need to 
explain himself. 

"I really didn't help!" he said, raising his hands defensively. "This 
boy knocked on the door and when one of the crooks answered, the 
dog came in like a whirlwind and attacked the guys. I just picked up 
the pistol, the animal did everything else.” 

In fact, that was probably true, Indiana thought. On the other 
hand, it wouldn't be the first time that a nondescript gray mouse like 
Petryk turned out to be a true hero when the situation demanded it 
of him. 

He shoved the thought away, checked his rearview mirror, just in 
case—the street behind them was empty, and it would be at least an 
hour before Malone and his cronies showed up—then turned his 
focus back to the boy and his dog. "I'm sorry I was so unfriendly to 
you earlier, my boy," he said, smiling. "But you see... I had something 
else on my mind." 

The boy waved his hand dismissively and grinned widely. "It 
doesn't matter," he explained generously. "Uncle Herbert warned me 
that getting involved with you could be quite exciting." 

"Uncle Herbert?" Indiana frowned, really thinking about the 
name for the first time. For a very brief moment he had the feeling 
that he should actually tell him something. But the thought vanished 
before he could grasp it. 


"I'm sorry, my boy," he said. 'But I don't think I know anyone 
named Herbert. Who are you? What's your name and what do you 
want from me?" 

"My name is Zacharias," the boy replied. “Zacharias Kramer. 

My friends call me Zach.” 

Indiana nodded. "Zach. Good. You were looking for me. Why?" 

"Because you're the only one who can help me," Zach replied, and 
suddenly he broke down. 

There was nothing left of the overtones that had filled his voice a 
second ago. On the contrary, Indiana suddenly felt that Zechariah 
was fighting with all his might for self-control. His face was working 
and tears glistened in his eyes, which he could only hold back with 
difficulty. 

Indiana gave Petryk a quick, meaningful look, climbed back into 
the back of the car, and crouched next to the boy. He confidently put 
his arm around the boy's shoulders. At first Zach seemed about to 
flinch from the touch, but then he did the opposite: he wrapped his 
arms around Indiana's neck, pressed against his chest for a moment 
and let the tears flow freely. 

Petryk gave Indiana a questioning, confused look, which Indy 
answered with a shrug. He did not say anything. 

Zacharias calmed down as quickly as he broke down. After a few 
moments he broke away from Indiana's embrace, took a step back 
and audibly sniffed. He wiped the tears from his face with the back of 
his hand. 

"Okay, Zach," Indiana said in a tone he hoped might win an 
eleven-year-old's trust. He had little experience dealing with children 
and always felt a little helpless in their company. "What happened? 
Talk." 

"It... it's about Mom and Dad," Zach said. Again he sniffed 
audibly, looked around with small, nervous glances, and held out his 
hand. Killer trotted over and crouched down beside the boy. 
Zechariah put his hand between the dog's ears and began to scratch 
its fur as he began to tell; Slowly and hesitantly at first, then, as if a 
dam had burst inside him, faster and faster until finally the words 
just gushed out of him. 

"It's about Mom and Dad," he said again. “These men came and 
took my dad, and they beat mom and me and shot killers, and they 
said they wouldn't release my dad unless mom gave them money. 


But we have no money. And so I thought I could sell you the Indian's 
gift, since you're a famous professor at the university, and Uncle 
Herbert said I should -" 

Indiana waved a hand at the boy's torrent of words. "Take it easy, 
Zach," he said. "What are you talking about? What men? And what 
do you want to sell me?’ 

It was a long time before Zacharias calmed down enough to talk 
normally and respond to both Indiana's and Petryk's questions, but 
eventually the two learned the following story: Zacharias lived with 
his parents near the Mormon town of Job, Utah a small farm that 
produced just enough for the family of three to survive. Since they 
were modest people and their faith forbade them any luxury anyway, 
this was enough for them to last through spring. But then some men 
—whom Indiana couldn't find out from Zacharias despite repeated 
inquiries about exactly who the men were—had shown up and 
confronted Zach's father with what appeared to be title deeds. 

Zach's father had said they were fake and chased the strangers off 
his farm, but they had come back and demanded an enormous sum 
of money—at least for the poor Mormon family—and threatened to 
evict the family from their land if they didn't pay. As a result, Zach's 
father took the gun out of the barn and gave the crooks a down 
payment in lead bullets. They had disappeared, but a few days later 
Zacharias’ father had gone hunting and never returned. And then 
Zach's mother had gotten a written note saying that if she just paid 
the sum of five thousand dollars, she could have her husband back 
unharmed; an amount so outrageous for the poor farmers that the 
gangsters might as well have demanded a million or even ten. 

"But why didn't your mother go to the sheriff?" Indiana asked, 
amazed when Zach got to this point in his story. 

Zacharias shrugged unhappily. "There is no sheriff in Job," he 
said. 

"Reverend Kenworthy does all the worldly things for us, and 
there was Doc Riley up until the spring, but he got sick over the 
winter and got a fever and never got better, and then he died." 

"And what made you think of me?" Indiana asked. 

Zacharias looked at him with wide eyes. "We don't have five 
thousand dollars,” he said. “There is not so much money in all Job. 
But I still have the disc that old Indian gave me. He said it was very 
valuable, and Uncle Herbert said maybe you could help me sell it. We 


need the money to pay the ransom for my dad. And... we want to 
keep the farm too...” 

Indiana sensed that the boy was close again to losing his 
composure and put a reassuring hand on Zach's shoulder. "Take it 
easy, my boy," he said. 'It'll be okay. Who is Uncle Herbert?’ 

"But you must know him,” said Zacharias, still fighting back tears. 
"He said you were friends." 

"Herbert? Herbert?” Indiana thought hard. Suddenly his face lit 
up. "Herbert Wozcinsky?" he asked. 

Zacharias nodded vigorously. “Yes, that one. He said you and he 
were old school friends. He often talked about his days in the Boy 
Scouts and the great adventures you had together.” 

Indiana suppressed a smile. He could vividly imagine what 
Herbert had said. He probably hadn't even exaggerated from his 
point of view. For Herbert - who they all just called the fat one back 
then - it had been quite an adventure to climb onto a horse's back 
and stay on it for more than five minutes. Indiana was a bit 
surprised, however, that Wozcinsky would turn up after all that time 
remembered him. He had so completely erased him from his 
memory, who, in addition to a Polish surname, had also been 
punished with a weight of almost two hundred pounds, that it was 
difficult to remember his face now. "But how did you know I was in 
Chicago?" he asked. 

"I didn't know that at all," replied Zacharias, again wiping his 
nose with the sleeve of his jacket. "I went to New York, but you 
weren't there, and someone told me you were here in Chicago, to 
verify some information for the museum.” Indiana smiled briefly. 
“And then you— ?” “Journeyed after you, yes,” Zach confirmed. 

"All alone?" Petryk asked in astonishment. "All the way?" 

"I took the train," Zacharias explained. "It's not that hard to jump 
on a boxcar. They move very slowly sometimes, you know?’ 

"And you weren't scared at all?" Indiana asked. 

Zechariah shook his head violently. "Of what? Killer was with me. 

And I had to get to Chicago somehow.” 

“How old are you, anyway?” Indiana asked. 

"Eleven," replied Zacharias. "But I'll be twelve in nine months." 

"Well, anyway. Still, I think it irresponsible of your mother to 
send you on such a journey alone.” 


"Mom doesn't know about it," Zacharias replied. "I snuck away. 
At night. 

She would never have allowed it." 

"I kinda thought so," Indiana said. He looked at Zacharias 
reproachfully. 

"Don't you think your mother is horribly worried about you? I 
mean, right now that your dad's gone?" 

"Maybe," Zach admitted, embarrassed. "But I wrote her a letter 
and told her where I was going. And if I come back and bring the 
money, I'm sure she won't be too mad at me." 

Indiana sighed. 'Well, we'll see. Maybe I can talk to her. But first, 
show me that disc you were talking about.” 

Zacharias reached under his oversized jacket and pulled out the 
small package that Indiana had noticed earlier in the hotel. What it 
contained was not much larger than a cake plate and very light. 
Indiana had a vague idea of what it might be. After all, he had grown 
up in Utah and knew that traces of the native Indians of that country 
were often found in the sun-drenched rocky deserts. Most of the 
time, however, it was only potsherds of at most scientific, but hardly 
any material value. The boy would surely be disappointed. 

Indiana carefully unwrapped the package. A thin layer of cloth 
emerged from under the oil-soaked paper, and when he removed it, 
too, he found a round clay disk shaped like a discus, covered with 
intricately painted images and symbols. 

At first he was completely surprised. He knew immediately what 
he was looking at, because although the Anasazi culture was not his 
specialty, he had seen or held such artifacts often enough to 
immediately recognize the peculiar imagery of this people. 

However, he had never seen a piece of such integrity. The disc 
was completely undamaged. The pictures looked as if they had just 
been painted and there was not the slightest crack in the glaze. 
Admiringly, he turned the disc in his hands and handed it to Petryk, 
who accepted it with almost reverential movements and looked at it 
with as much amazement as Indiana had before. 

"Is it... as valuable as Gray Bear said it was?" Zach asked 
hopefully. 

Indiana hesitated. What Zacharias had given him was material 
enough for an archaeological sensation. For him and Petryk, and 


probably most of their colleagues, this disc was more valuable than if 
it were weighed in gold. And yet it wouldn't help the boy. 

Don't avoid disappointment. 

"I'm afraid not,” he said. He saw the disappointment and terror 
on Zacharias’ 

face and hastily added, “Don't get me wrong. Gray Bear didn't lie 
to you. 

What you have there is very, very precious. But not in the sense 
that you can get very much money for it. I'm afraid we won't find 
anyone who will pay you five thousand dollars for it." 

Zacharias swallowed convulsively. His lips began to tremble and 
his eyes filled with tears again, but this time he controlled himself. 
"Then they won't release Dad again,” he whispered flatly. "And will 
chase us off the farm." 

"Not quite there yet," Indiana said firmly. Petryk gave him a 
warning look, and Indy told himself that he was doing the boy a 
disservice by giving him false hopes that would only end in a new, 
even bigger disappointment. But despite that, and against his better 
judgement, he continued, “You know, Zach, even if you don't have a 
sheriff in Job, there's still such a thing as law and order that applies 
everywhere. If what you told us is true, then these men are criminals, 
whether their papers are forged or not. They kidnapped your father." 

He held out his hand and Petryk handed the disc back to him. As 
he carefully wrapped it back in the double wrapping of cloth and 
oiled paper, Indiana continued, “I'll take care of it, Zacharias, I 
promise you. You'll get your dad back. And I think you'll be able to 
keep your farm, too." 

Petryk looked at him in bewilderment. Indiana was a little 
surprised at his own words. He certainly had enough trouble on his 
hands, and he didn't even know if there was a single word of truth in 
Zacharias’ story. He could just as easily have stolen that disc from 
some museum and made up the whole story in order to make it as 
profitable and quick as possible. 

However, something told him that wasn't the case. 

Petryk let out a deep sigh. "Doctor Indiana Jones against the 
world," he said, shaking his head. "I'm beginning to think what 
people say about you is true." 

Indiana smiled. "So? What do they say about me?’ 


"That you attract trouble like iron filings to a magnet," said 
Petryk. 

Indiana smiled a little wider. "That's a bit of an exaggeration," he 
said. "If I think about it, you actually are to blame for this whole 
mess, Schlomo.” 

Petryk then fell silent, offended. 

Indiana gave the package back to Zacharias and stood up. "I 
suggest we go to the police together now," he said. "Enough time has 
passed." 

They climbed out of the car, which had become unusable for 
them. As Indiana slammed the door behind him and chanced to 
glance back the way they had come, Petryk's claim that he attracted 
trouble like a magnet to iron filings came back to his mind. 

Maybe it wasn't entirely out of thin air after all. 

Two hundred yards away, Malone, Wardrobe, Hook, and the two 
Al Capone imitations rounded the street , with Scarface limping 
behind them at a distance. 

Malone recognized Indiana the moment Indiana saw him. 

"Doctor Jonas!" he yelled. "Stay there!" 

Indiana, Petryk, and Zacharias started running. 


On Lake Michigan 
August 18, 1943 
Just before midnight 


Approximately at least. Either the double jump out of the window or 
the double bath in the ice-cold water didn't suit Indiana's watch. It 
had stopped at eight past four, and there was nothing on the 
SMUGGLERS QUEEN that resembled a working clock. Incidentally, 
not much else still worked. With the exception of the decrepit diesel, 
which had been knocking and snorting under the rotting boards for 
half an hour, almost nothing worked here, and Indiana was not the 
only one to suspect that hardly anything had ever worked here. One 
would have searched in vain for the SMUGGLERS 

QUEEN in all ship registers in the USA, Canada or any other 
country. 

Harvey Bennet, its owner, had built it himself, and evil tongues 
claimed that from the very first day of its existence it had been held 
together only by wire, tape and its owner's prayers. Indiana didn't 
claim that. He knew it was so. But since he was in dire need of 
Harvey's help at the moment, he wisely kept that knowledge to 
himself. Harvey was an oddball who was rightly considered 
unpredictable. He'd given more than one passenger who'd chartered 


the SMUGGLERS QUEEN their money a hundred yards from shore 
—then thrown them overboard, dollar bills in hand. Well, what 
would you expect from a man who christened his ship SMUGGLERS 
QUEEN? 

"He feeling better?" Harvey stuck his head out the cabin door and 
looked down at Petryk for a moment before turning his attention 
back to the others, blowing a bourbon flask in their faces that took 
Indiana's breath away for a moment. Harvey made most of his living 
smuggling whiskey, but he was also his best customer. 

"I think so," Indiana replied. They had barely escaped Chicago 
(and an abandoned Ford that Indiana had spotted on the side of the 
road during the wild chase and borrowed without further ado) . 
Schlomo had held up surprisingly well. But of course the collapse 
had come, lightning fast and total, barely having reached the 
SMUGGLERS QUEEN. Petryk was, after all, an ordinary archeology 
professor who was much more like what was generally thought of as 
such, although his friend Malone had gotten a different impression. 
The greatest adventure he had had in his life was probably the 
discovery of forged grave finds in the archives of his native 
university. It didn't surprise Indiana a bit that Petryk had collapsed. 
He found it rather astonishing that he had lasted so long at all. His 
face looked really bad, and Hook had broken at least one rib, if not 
more. 

Zacharias was curled up at the foot of the bunk, sleeping as 
soundly as Petryk, while his wolfhound lay in front of the bed, 
pretending to sleep. 

Now and then he cautiously lifted an eyelid and peered 
suspiciously around. 

Zach really did have a loyal friend in this dog. Without Killer, he 
probably wouldn't have even made it as far as New York, let alone all 
alone as far as Chicago. 

"I need your help," Harvey said, licking Indiana's nostrils with 
another gulp of his sour bourbon breath. Indiana grimaced 
demonstratively, but Harvey only acknowledged this with a grin and 
an audible belch. Harvey was fifty-five years old, looked seventy-five, 
and had the constitution of a twenty-five year old. You probably had 
to have them too if, like him, you'd been living on a bourbon-and- 
salted herring diet for thirty-five years. 


"Come on," he added when Indiana made no move to get up from 
Petryk's bedside. "Your boyfriend isn't running away from you. From 
the looks of it, he's not going anywhere for the next three days." 

Indiana got to his feet, promptly banging his skull on the low 
cabin ceiling and glaring at Harvey as his grin widened and was 
clearly malicious. But he bit back any comment and followed Harvey, 
head ducked carefully, onto the deck of the SMUGGLERS QUEEN. 

Killer lifted his head and watched him go, but didn't move. 

Almost as soon as Indiana reached the deck, his stomach lurched 
with a surge of intense nausea. He wasn't usually seasick, but he 
hadn't eaten that day, had fallen thirty feet out of a window twice, 
been beaten up, and then been chased for hours by bloodthirsty 
killers; enough to make even the most hardened stomach churn. 

"What's the matter with you?” Harvey asked. “Not in good shape, 
are you? 

Guess you stick your nose in books and dusty mummies too 
much.” 

"I don't feel... very well," Indiana admitted. "But that will pass." 

"Do you know what your problem is? You've got too much blood 
in the alcohol," Harvey quipped. "Look at me. I'm very careful not to 
have more than a third of blood in my bourbon. And the last time it 
was more was...” 

He scratched his stubble; that made a noise as if leading a blunt 
piece of chalk on a slate, "... about twenty-two years." 

"Yes," Indiana grumbled. "I assume you've been in rehab, huh?" 
He walked to the railing, leaned heavily on the rotting wood, and 
surveyed the nearly still waters of Lake Michigan. They weren't even 
very far from shore, maybe a mile, probably less. Harvey never went 
further out than he could swim back under his own power in an 
emergency. Still, they might as well have been in the middle of the 
Pacific Ocean. The night was very warm but overcast and visibility 
was barely five hundred yards. With any other captain, Indiana 
might have felt a little queasy now. Not with Harvey. 

Harvey was such not only used to driving at night, he only drove 
in such visibility conditions. 

"What now?" Harvey asked from behind him. "Shall I do all the 
work myself?" 

With some effort, Indiana pushed himself off the railing and 
came to stand beside him. Harvey heaved a number of heavy wooden 


crates from one side of the deck to the other and nodded to Indiana 
for help. 

"What's in there?" Indy asked. Actually, he could have saved 
himself this question. The clinking from inside the boxes answered 
them clearly enough. 

Suddenly he got a fright. "Hey! I didn't want to go to Canada. You 
promised me it wasn't a smuggling trip!" 

"It's not,” Harvey said, setting down another box right at 
Indiana's feet. 

"That's my personal stash." He began to camouflage stacks with 
rope and bits of torn fishing net. 

"Then why are you hiding it?" Indiana asked suspiciously. 

"Old habit," Harvey replied. After all, Indiana guessed, Customs 
or police officers who might come on board would have some 
difficulty imagining someone taking twelve cases of bourbon on 
board for personal use. Indiana believed Harvey. He knew him. 

And above all, he knew Harvey well enough to know; that he had 
better not be asked a third time to help him with the work. He 
grabbed one of the boxes, but vented his displeasure anyway. "We 
need to talk about the price again, Harvey. It wasn't agreed that I'd 
work as a cabin boy." 

"No way!" Harvey growled. "After all, it wasn't my idea to send 
Stephen away! You know what? You're too soft!" 

Indiana did not respond this time either. He didn't want to 
engage in an endless argument with Harvey about their differing 
views of justice and honesty. It would lead to nothing anyway. And at 
least as far as the facts go, Harvey was right in this case — Indiana 
had sent Stephen away just before the SMUGGLERS QUEEN cast 
off; in the glove compartment of the borrowed Ford he had found a 
letter with the address of the legitimate owner. 

Indiana had scribbled a few words of apology on a piece of paper, 
enclosed a folded fifty-dollar bill, and placed both in an envelope, 
which he carefully sealed and handed to Stephen with instructions to 
return the car to the address given, honk the horn loudly a few times, 
and then to get out as quickly as possible. He should leave the letter 
clearly visible on the dashboard. 

He helped Harvey hide the twelve cases of smuggled bourbon on 
deck so conspicuously you had to be blind not to see them, then 
without another word went back to the cabin. 


Petryk awoke as Indiana closed the door behind him. He opened 
his eyes with difficulty, tried to sit up and fell back with a cry of pain. 
He reached up, felt his swollen face, and bit his lip in pain. "Oh, 
damn it," he murmured. "I had no idea it hurts so much to be brave." 

Indiana sat down on the edge of the bed next to him and grinned. 
"Then wait until tomorrow," he said. 

Petryk looked up at him uncertainly. "Then what?" 

Indiana's grin widened a little. "You're going to hurt every bone in 
your body," he predicted. "And you'll find you've got a few thousand 
more of them than you previously thought." 

Petryk looked at him confused and clearly startled for a moment, 
but then he understood and laughed softly. That was Indiana's 
intention. In his current state, Petryk could use a _ little 
encouragement. 

"Where are we?" asked Petryk. 

"Aboard the-" Indiana decided not to mention the ship's name, so 
as not to further confuse Petryk, and tried again. “Aboard a ship 
whose captain I know well. Somewhere on Lake Michigan." 

"On the lake?" 

Indiana made a reassuring gesture. "Don't worry," he said. 'We're 
not going anywhere. But I felt we were safer here than in our hotel. 
Malone certainly won't be looking for us here." 

A tentative relief spread over Petryk's face, but only for a 
moment. Then his memories seemed to come back with a bang, for 
his eyes filled with terror again and he finally sat up on the narrow 
bed - only to bang his head on the low cabin ceiling. "Peter!" he said. 
"T have to call Peter!" 

"Peter?" 

"My son," Petryk said, rubbing his left hand where he'd bumped. 
"He is in danger. You heard what Malone said. If he doesn't get us, 
he'll get Peter." 

Indiana looked at Petryk seriously for a while. He would have 
liked to contradict him, but he couldn't. Despite everything, Malone 
had never struck him as a really dangerous gangster; he seemed to 
him at best a third-rate, petty crook who had teamed up with a gang 
of lunatics and played the big crook. Kidnapping two supposedly 
harmless archeology professors from their hotel in order to beat 
some information out of them was apparently just about enough for 
him. Indiana had previously doubted that he would go so far as to 


have Petryk's son kidnapped across the country and possibly brought 
here to obtain the atomic clock. But he wasn't sure anymore; at least 
not safe enough to bet Peter's life on it. 

And there was something else Indiana wasn't entirely sure of: 
that they were, in fact, dealing only with Malone and his gang. 

"Where is he now?" he asked. 

"Peter?" Petryk shrugged. "He'll be in bed sleeping, I suppose." 

Indiana's face darkened a little, and Petryk hastily added: 

"At his house in New York. He works at a big car dealership, you 
know? 

Unfortunately, I haven't been able to get my only son interested 
in science as much as I have. I'd have liked to see -" 

Indiana waved his hand at him. "I'll send him a telegram," he 
said. 

"It's not necessary," Petryk replied. 'We can call him. He's got a 
telephone line and a house of his own and even two automobiles, 
imagine—one for himself and one for his wife.” The pride in his voice 
was unmistakable. "He makes a lot of money, you know. And -" 

Again Indiana interrupted his flow of speech with a wave of his 
hand. 

Petryk's monologues—especially when he was speaking on a 
subject that touched him personally—were as well known as they 
were feared among his colleagues at the university. If Indiana didn't 
stop him, over the next two hours Schlomo would tell him every last 
detail of his son's circumstances, whether he cared or not. "If you 
have the number, I'll get it done first thing in the morning," he said. 
"As soon as we go ashore." 

Petryk nodded eagerly. "For sure. I've got it in my notebook.” He 
reached into the breast pocket of his jacket, rammaged around in it 
for a moment, frowned, fumbled in the other pocket, and suddenly 
went pale. "My wallet!" 

he whispered. "It's gone!" He stared at Indiana with terrified 
eyes. "Malone must have taken it from me!" 

"Probably," Indiana confirmed, not really understanding Petryk's 
shock at first. "He has mine too." 

"But don't you understand?" said Petryk. "All my papers were in 
it, and my notebook too." 

"With Peter's phone number?" 

"And his exact address," admitted Petryk. 


"Well, at least now we know how he knows you have a son," 
Indiana said with a deep sigh. "I'm afraid we're going to have no 
choice but to call the police." 

"That's not necessary," Petryk replied. “I have Peter's phone 
number in my head. Isn't there a radio on this ship?" 

Indiana almost laughed. There wasn't even a working compass on 
this ship, let alone something as complicated and expensive as a 
radio. He shook his head wordlessly but got up at the same time and 
pointed to the door. 

"I'll ask Harvey to go ashore somewhere that has a phone,” he 
said. “I'll call your son and warn him. Have no fear." 

Harvey was not at all keen on the idea of turning around and 
docking somewhere in the middle of the night, and Indiana had to 
make the most emphatic appeal to their old friendship (and 
punctuate that appeal with another hundred-dollar bill from his 
rapidly declining cash) before the old smuggler finally agreed to take 
him ashore and near a phone. 


Fisherman's Inn 
On the south shore of Lake Michigan 


August 19, 1943 
2am. 


The first ring hadn't even ended when the phone was picked up and a 
very unwilling voice answered the other end of the line. Both the 
speed and tone of Peter Petryk's voice told Indiana a great deal about 
Shlomo's son. 

His first impression was that Petryk jr. evidently could not have 
been in bed, despite the late hour at home in New York, unless he 
was in the habit of sleeping with the telephone receiver in his hand. 
The other thing was that he didn't seem to be in a good mood at all, 
because his voice didn't sound particularly friendly. And the third 
and last was that Petryk jr. obviously didn't have very much in 
common with his father. The way he pronounced his name already 
gave it away — namely American, so that it sounded more like the 
first name Patrick and there was no longer any indication of his 
Jewish origin. Probably, Indiana thought with a faint tinge of 
annoyance, Petryk jr. would even have the spelling changed; surely, 
he would soon. 


"Patrick!" Petryk jr. for the second time, and this time even more 
irritated when Indiana didn't answer right away. The connection was 
very good. 

Despite the distance, Indiana felt as if Peter was standing right 
next to him, yelling in his ear. "Who the hell is that? Do you have any 
idea what time it is?” 

Indiana cautiously held the phone away from his ear before 
answering. 

"This is Dr. Indiana Jones, Mr. Petryk. I'm calling on behalf of—” 

"Jones!" Petryk Jr. interrupted him. He spoke even louder than 
before. 

Indiana made a face and held the phone a little further away. 
"Well, one of you finally got in touch. What the hell are you doing up 
there? I've been trying to reach you at your hotel all evening, but they 
said you'd disappeared! Is my father with you?" 

"No," Indiana replied. "But he wants me to tell you something. 
That's why I'm calling in the middle of the night. So please listen to 
me for a moment, Peter!” 

"No, you 're listening to me now, Dr. Jones,” Petryk Jr. replied. 
indignant. 

Indiana could hear loud voices in the background, glass 
shattering, and furniture moving around. There seemed to be a late- 
night party going on at Petryks'. "See that you tell my father to make 
his own phone calls, that old fool. He-" 

"Damn it, Peter, just listen to me for a moment!" Indiana 
interrupted. He almost screamed. The man on the other side of the 
stained counter stopped polishing his beer glasses for a moment and 
looked at Indiana with tired eyes. He then involuntarily lowered his 
voice as he continued to speak. 

“You're in danger, Peter. Please do not ask me for details now, 
there is not enough time. But I'm telling the truth. Take your wife 
with you and go to a hotel, at least for a day or two. You—” “I've been 
here before,” Petryk said quietly. 

Indiana fell silent for a moment. 

"I had a visit from two lovely gentlemen with crowbars and 
pistols less than an hour ago," Peter went on. 'I've puzzled over what 
they were doing here, but now I'm realizing several things. I could 
have guessed, though.” 

"Has something happened to you?" Indiana asked, startled. 


Petryk laughed. His laugh sounded unsympathetic, Indiana 
thought. "To me? It's better to ask how they're doing. Unfortunately, 
one managed to escape, but the other will probably spend Christmas 
in the hospital. Hell, I kept telling my dad not to get involved with 
those Secret Service guys, but the old fool doesn't listen to what he's 
told! Now that's what he's getting!" 

Indiana took notice. "Intelligence? What are you talking about?’ 

"So he didn't tell you about it?” asked Peter. "Typical. He's 
putting others in danger and you don't even know why you're getting 
into it. 

Somebody's gotta talk sense into that stupid old man!’ 

"What did you mean, those guys from 

Secret Service?” Indiana pressed. 

"I don't know exactly, either," Petryk replied. 'They were after his 
funny invention, I think. Listen Jones! The police are at my house, 
turning upside down what those two scoundrels have left. I guess the 
inspector has some questions for you too. I'll pass it on!” Before 
Indiana could stop him, the voice of an inspector from the New York 
burglary squad came on the line, sounding weary but peppering him 
for a good ten minutes with suspicious questions that Indy was 
finding increasingly difficult to answer. Eventually they agreed that 
Indiana would deliver Petryk the next morning to Chicago Police 
Headquarters, where they would wait for him. Indiana promised to 
do the same, and he meant it. He wasn't one of those people who 
always ran to the police when they had problems, on the contrary. He 
was quite used to dealing with his problems alone. But he suddenly 
had the feeling that this matter was more dangerous and had more 
repercussions than Petryk had previously admitted. He would have 
dared to deal with Malone and his shooting gallery characters if 
necessary. But trouble with Secret Service guys ? No thanks. 

"Problems?" asked the guy behind the counter as Indiana put the 
phone back on the cradle. Indy looked up. The lad had a broad face, 
marked by countless violent disagreements at the Fishermans Inn , 
but nonetheless very personable. He looked like he knew what the 
word trouble meant. 

Indiana nodded. "You could call it that," he sighed. 

The guy smiled, put down his tea towel and pushed a fresh draft 
beer towards Indiana. “Drink. Sometimes that helps. On the house.” 


He winked at Indiana almost conspiratorially. "Do you want to talk 
about it?" 

"I don't think so," Indiana said. Still, he reached for the glass, 
took a long gulp, and wiped the froth from his lips with the back of 
his hand. "What makes you think I'm in trouble?" 

"You came on the SMUGGLERS QUEEN, didn't you? Anyone 
who willingly entrusts himself to this boat must have problems." 

"You know Harvey?" 

"Everyone around the lake knows Harvey," the innkeeper replied. 

"Including Mac.” He nodded toward a figure in the black leather 
highway cop jacket. The police officer was sitting at a table just by 
the door, sipping a beer. Indiana hadn't even noticed him before. 

The innkeeper registered his shock and made a reassuring 
gesture. "Do not worry. Mac is fine. He just drinks his beer and even 
forgets that it's long past curfew." 

Indiana laughed and drank his beer while his gaze swept intently 
around the interior of the FISHERMANS INN. The bar was at the far 
end of the dock where the SMUGGLERS QUEEN had docked and 
was part of a tiny hamlet on the shore of Lake Michigan that 
probably didn't even appear on most maps of the area. The place was 
shrouded in darkness and from the lake it had looked like a jagged 
mountain range in the distance, but the FISHERMANS INN was still 
bustling with activity despite the late hour. A good thirty or forty 
men, a handful of women, and—to Indiana's surprise—a number of 
teenagers, some of whom couldn't have been any older than Zach, 
were sitting around the tables drinking, laughing, or chatting 
animatedly. 

"Is it always this busy here?" he asked. He had to get back to the 
boat. 

Harvey had warned him not to stay a second longer than 
necessary. But the few moments before he finished his beer probably 
wouldn't hurt. 

"God forbid!" replied the innkeeper. 'We usually close at ten and I 
don't even open during the winter months. Except—” He blinked 
conspiratorially. 

"- if Harvey comes to bring me a delivery. The people there are 
from a balloon flying club. They come every year.” 

"Ballooners?” Indiana looked at the two or three dozen men and 
women with a little more interest. 


"Some club from Kansas," the landlord confirmed. He leaned 
forward, placed his arms on the counter and nodded towards two 
sandy-haired young women seated at a nearby table. They looked 
very alike. Surely they were siblings if not twins. "See those two? 
They run the whole club. Tomorrow morning they start from here on 
some crazy race. They fly down to New Mexico, I think.” He shook 
his head. "Totally insane. I wouldn't get ten horses in a thing like 
that." 

Indiana agreed with a vigorous nod - and jumped in 
embarrassment when one of the two women looked up. The 
innkeeper had spoken loud enough for them to hear what he was 
saying. And she understood , because she looked at them both for a 
few seconds, then stood up and walked towards them, eyes glittering 
mockingly. 

"What, what, my dear George," she said. "What do I have to hear? 
Talking badly about your best and most loyal customers?” She 
slammed an empty beer mug on the counter and made a definite 
gesture. 

"On the contrary,” assured the innkeeper. "I admire your courage 
Miss Jane. I would never climb into such a thing. Not for all the 
money in the world.” 

"I'm Jill," the woman replied. She nodded towards her sister, who 
remained seated at the table and was watching them intently. "This 
is Jane." 

"T'll never learn that," said the innkeeper. "You two really do look 
alike." He turned to refill the glass, and Indiana looked back at Jill 
and her sister. And this time more precisely. He had to agree with 
George. The two were certainly not just twins, but identical twins. 
Very pretty twins, by the way. 

“And you?” Jill addressed Indiana directly. "Do you feel the same 
way? 

Do you think we're all suicidal and crazy?" 

“Suicidal?” Indiana shook her head. "No. After all, what's wrong 
with being a little crazy?" 

Jill laughed and gave him a new, very perceptive look. "I've never 
seen you here before. You don't seem to be from the area, Mr..." 

"Jones," Indiana replied. “Indiana Jones. My friends call me 
Indie." 


“Indiana?” Jill frowned. "What an extraordinary name." She 
thought hard for a moment. Suddenly her eyes widened. "You mean 
Doctor Indiana Jones? The famous Indiana Jones?" 

"You've heard of me?" Indiana asked. He felt flattered but also 
slightly embarrassed. 

"Who hasn't?" Jill replied. "The famous Dr. Jones? What on earth 
are you doing here at the end of the world?” 

“What are you doing here? ” Indiana replied, smiling. 

"George explained it to you," Jill said. "A crazy bet." She laughed. 

“Seriously, we hold a race across the USA once a year. From here 
all the way down to New Mexico.” She winked at him. “If the wind 
cooperates and doesn't blow us out across the Pacific, that means 
we'll start tomorrow morning at sunrise. Say Dr Jones, wouldn't you 
like to watch the launch? It's an impressive sight when twenty-five 
hot air balloons go up into the sky. 

It'll take your breath away, I assure you.” 

"I can imagine," Indiana said. "But I'm afraid I don't have the 
time. 

Actually, I shouldn't have been here for so long as it is." 

"I see," Jill said regretfully. She smiled almost conspiratorially. 
"I'm sure you're in the middle of an exciting, dangerous adventure 
again." 

"Exactly," Indiana confirmed. "And unfortunately, it's so secret I 
can't talk about it." He laughed, took a sip of his beer - and almost 
choked when his eyes happened to fall on the door. 

It was thrown open. Malone, Wardrobe and Hook entered the 
FISHERMANS INN one after the other. Malone's eye was black and 
swollen so badly it was barely visible. Wardrobe's hands and 
forearms were bandaged up to the elbows to make it look like he was 
wearing white forearm-length gloves, and Hook's nose had a huge 
band-aid that he probably couldn't breathe under. All three didn't 
seem to be in a particularly good mood... 

There must have been something like sheer horror on his face, 
because George suddenly looked clearly alarmed. "Trouble?" he 
asked. His right hand disappeared behind the counter. Indiana 
guessed he was hiding a club there, or maybe even a rifle . 

He hastily shook his head. "On the contrary. It's all right. These 
are ... old friends of mine.” His mind raced. Malone spotted him 
immediately, of course, and steered toward him with his signature 


shark grin, followed by Wardrobe, who towered over him by more 
than a head and made a face that caused Indiana's knees go weak. 
The policeman at the door had looked up from his beer, and some of 
the other guests were also looking curiously at the three newcomers 
and especially the bandaged giant. Indiana couldn't risk a 
confrontation in here. There were also women and children there. 

Suddenly he had an idea. 

Indiana put his beer down, put on the happiest smile he could 
manage at the sight, and rushed to meet Malone and the other two, 
arms spread wide. 

"Malone!" he exclaimed in a delighted voice. "What a surprise! 

I would have expected you three to be the very last here!” 

Malone's eyes widened in astonishment as Indiana gave him a 
quick, warm hug, then grabbed his shoulder to haul him to the 
counter. 

"Don't make any trouble, Dr. Jonas,” he ground out through 
clenched teeth. 

"I warn you! my patience with you is wearing thin." 

Indiana laughed even louder, steered Malone over to the counter, 
and gave him a friendly smack between the shoulder blades with the 
palm of his hand so hard he thought he heard Malone's spine crunch. 
"What a surprise," he called out loud enough for everyone in the 
room to hear, whether they wanted to or not. "How did you guys find 
me?" 

Malone glared at him. "What's that, Jonas? If that's new trick it-" 

"No!" Indiana exclaimed. "Indeed? Well, this needs to be 
celebrated.’ He waved both hands in George's direction. "Whiskey for 
my friends, George! 

The best you've got!” Malone looked ready to burst. Wardrobe 
stared at him, obviously not understanding anything, while Hook's 
face was barely visible behind the eye patch and the massive band- 
aid anyway. 

"Jonas!" Malone hissed. "Don't overdo it, I warn you." 

"Oh, where am I going?" Indiana assured him happily. "As? In 
earnest? 

Well, I think that's really very generous of you!" As loud as he 
could, he yelled "Hey! Listen up everyone! My friend Malone here is 
doing a local circuit! George - a round of champagne for everyone!" 
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A few guests began to applaud or cheer Malone, and Malone's 
face drained the last bit of color. "You'll pay for this, Jonas!" he 
assured her. 

"I'm afraid it'll be you who pays, Malone," Indiana replied just as 
quietly. 

"And I'd like to advise you, they don't want to cheated. George 
can get very uncomfortable with that, you know? Also, take a look 
around who is sitting by the door.” 

Malone turned his head in alarm and visibly jumped when he saw 
the highway cop, who had raised his glass and toasted the generous 
donor. 

Indiana continued at full volume. "Well, this really needs to be 
celebrated! 

You know what? You guys wait for me here a moment and I'll run 
down to the boat and get Schlomo. I'm sure he's as excited as I am to 
see you guys again.” 

Murder lust flared in Malone's eyes, but Indiana had already 
turned and was walking toward the exit, taking quick but not too 
quick steps. He left the bar, shutting the door tight behind him - and 
started to run. 

Music and laughter from the FISHERMANS INN drifted behind 
him as he sped down the rotting gangplank, but he hadn't quite 
reached the ship when the soundscape clearly changed. Suddenly the 
voices didn't sound quite so happy anymore, but rather frightened 
and angry. The music stopped and glass shattered. Indiana ran even 
faster. 

He was relieved to see that the SMUGGLERS QUEEN's ancient 
diesel was still running. He'd told Harvey it'd only take him a few 
moments to make the call, and since Harvey never knew if and when 
he'd get his boat's engine running again, he didn't turn it off for short 
stays. Maybe that saved their lives now. As he ran he looked around 
and saw the door of the FISHERMANS INN burst open. A broad- 
shouldered figure with white-bandaged hands and forearms jumped 
out and began to pursue with mighty strides. 

"Harvey!" he yelled. “Go! They're after us!’ 

He couldn't see Harvey's form in the darkness, but he hadn't 
quite finished taking when the chug of the diesel increased to a dull 
rumble. Good Harvey! 


He understood this language immediately. The outline of the 
SMUGGLERS 

QUEEN on the water began to tremble. 

Indiana glanced back over his shoulder and saw that Wardrobe 
had already visibly caught up. The guy might have looked clumsy, 
but he wasn't. 

The SMUGGLERS QUEEN began to move heavily, and Indiana 
changed direction slightly. The ship was slowly moving away from 
the jetty, but Indiana had spotted two small rowboats tied to the 
jetty, which the SMUGGLERS QUEEN had to pass. With a little 
luck... 

He had it, although the form of Wardrobe chasing after him like a 
raging bull elephant, screaming madly, clearly motivated him to 
push his luck a little. With a mighty leap he pushed himself off the 
jetty, bounced in the rowing boat and with a sweeping movement 
landed over the low railing of the SMUGGLERS QUEEN, which was 
just gliding past at that moment. 

Losing his footing on the slippery deck, he fell to both hands and 
knees and jumped up again, fists raised in combat ready to throw 
himself at Wardrobe should he try to replicate the feat and do the 
same aboard the SMUGGLERS QUEEN while within reach. 

Wardrobe actually tried. With a tremendously powerful leap, he 
pushed himself off the dock and landed in the same rowing boat that 
Indiana had used as a way station. 

There was a tremendous splintering and bursting sound as 
Wardrobe's two hundred and fifty pounds broke through the rotten 
wood of the hull and the crook sank chest-deep in slow motion. 


On Lake Michigan 
Immediately after 


Petryk, Zach and Killer, now wagging his tail in a friendly manner, 
came towards Indiana as he returned to the SMUGGLERS QUEEN's 
cabin. The ship moved away from shore as fast as it could; which 
wasn't too quick. But certainly faster than Malone and his cronies 
could swim. 

"Have you spoken to Peter?" Petryk asked. "What happened? 
You're out of breath!" 

"I had an awkward encounter," Indy replied. Petryk looked at him 
questioningly. “Malone and his thugs. Those boys are getting 
tiresome.” 

“Malone?” Zacharias put his fists on his hips with belligerence. 
“Should I let Killer loose on him again? Then they will definitely not 
come back.” 

"That won't be necessary," Indiana said quickly. “I think we've got 
peace of mind for now.” He gave Killer a quick scratch on the head 
and turned back to Petryk. “I spoke to Peter on the phone, Schlomo. 

And I found out a lot.” 

"So?" Petryk tried to smile, but suddenly it didn't look entirely 
convincing, at least not to Indiana. "And what?" 


"First of all, I don't think I'd like to meet your son personally," 
Indiana said. 

“Peter is... a bit difficult,” admitted Petryk. 

"He called you a stupid old man and a fool," Indiana said. He 
shrugged his shoulders. "I can almost understand him, though." 

"He's young,” Petryk murmured. "He must have been annoyed 
that you woke him from his deepest sleep. I was just as short- 
tempered when I was his age." 

"I didn't wake him!" Indiana said. He kept a close eye on Petryk. 
"He was awake, you know? He had an unannounced visitor.” Petryk 
started, and Indiana quickly put up his hands to calm him. "Don't 
worry, nothing happened to him, and neither his wife. The police 
were there when I called. 

But he said something else that I just can't make out. Maybe you 
can help me with that, Schlomo?” 

"Perhaps," Petryk said hesitantly. He avoided Indiana's gaze and 
began to tread water nervously. At that moment, Indiana felt like a 
guilty conscience personified. 

"Peter said something about Secret Service people you shouldn't 
have gotten involved with, Schlomo," Indiana said. "Any idea what 
he meant by that?" 

“Intelligence?” Petryk studied his fingernails with interest. "What 
a nonsense. As I said - the boy is a little strange." 

"Yes," said Indiana. “As odd as our friends Malone and Co., 
right?” 

Petryk ignored this objection. "I beg you, Dr. Jones!” he said, 
giving Indiana a perfectly acted faithful doggy look. "Do I look like 
I'm lying to you?" "Yes," Indiana said. 

Petryk jumped slightly. "It really isn't fair, Dr. Jones,” he said. "I - 


Indiana cut him off. "Shall I tell you what's not fair, Schlomo?" he 
said angrily. " It's not fair to keep me and that boy and also my friend 
Harvey up there in the dark about who we're really dealing with. I'm 
starting to have doubts as to whether Malone is really just a small- 
minded gangster. I have some experience with people like that, you 
know. They are sometimes quite stubborn, but the fact that he 
tracked us down here, and above all so quickly, borders on magic. 
Or," he added, after a carefully considered pause, "it proves he's not 
the fool he wanted us to think he was." He gestured angrily and gave 


Petryk a look that made him seem to shrink. "I finally want to know 
the truth now, Schlomo," he said. "What did Peter mean when he 
talked about Secret Service people? What do they want from you? 
And what do they want from us?" 

Petryk didn't answer at all for a few seconds. He looked even 
more miserable now, but seemed to see that there was little point in 
trying to get past Indiana with subterfuges and lies. "All right," he 
finally sighed. “I was hoping to keep you out of this, Jones. Really, 
you have to believe me. That was also the reason why I came to 
Chicago. I figured if I was out of town for a few days they'd lose 
interest in me.” “Who?” Indiana asked. 

"The... the men Peter spoke of," Petryk replied. 

"The Secret Service men." 

Petryk shrugged. “I don't even know if they're really Secret 
Service. But they had a certain demeanor. And they offered me 
money. A lot of money." 

"For what?" 

"For my invention,” Petryk replied. He nodded towards the black 
lacquered wooden box that he had set down in front of the bunk. 
Killer had one paw on the box's lid, as if sensing the importance of its 
contents and wanting to guard them. "They really wanted it. I don't 
know how they found out about it, but they were extremely 
interested. They offered me a lot of money. I mean a lot of money, 
Dr. Jones." 

"But you refused?" 

Petryk nodded vigorously. "Of course! I don't care about money. 
And I didn't like those men either." 

"Of course you went to the police and told the whole story," 
Indiana suggested. 

Petryk was silent for a while. Then he shook his head. The 
movement could hardly be seen. 

"No?" Indiana asked. 

Petryk stared at the floor. "I discussed the story with my son," he 
said. "And he thought it would be better to keep the police out of it." 

Indiana wasn't even particularly surprised. "I suppose he advised 
you to settle with these men and take the money - but let them 
flounder a little first to raise the price." 

Petryk looked at him in astonishment. "How do you know that?" 


"Just a guess," Indiana said. The truth was that he had been fairly 
certain beforehand that it had happened that way and not otherwise. 
He had only spoken to Shlomo's son on the phone for a few 
moments, but that first impression had been enough for him. No - he 
wasn't at all keen on meeting Petryk's heir personally. 

"And why didn't you go to the police anyway?" he asked. 

"Because...because..." Petryk began wringing his hands helplessly. 
"I was afraid for my invention,” he said. "You know how it is. They 
shake your hands and pat you on the back a couple of times and then 
they tell you something about military utility and secrecy and 
obligation to the fatherland and your life's work disappears into 
some drawer or safe, never to be found again." 

If you're lucky, Indiana added mentally. He could understand 
Petryk's attitude. He would not be the first scientist who, with the 
best of intentions, made an invention or discovery and was later 
horrified to discover that anyone had discovered how magnificently 
what he had thought a boon to mankind could actually be used as a 
weapon . "Show me the thing,” he asked. 

Groaning, Petryk lifted the box onto the bed after carefully 
pushing Killer's paw off its lid, snapped the latches open, and flipped 
the lid back. Below was a black metal box with countless switches, 
levers, wheels, dials, and three large dials that almost completely 
filled the box. Indiana curiously leaned over Schlomo's shoulder and 
studied the device. It was a highly complicated and certainly very 
interesting construction - of which he did not understand the thing, 
however. 

"And you want to revolutionize all methods of dating?" he asked. 

Doubt must have been clearly audible in his voice, because Petryk 
suddenly looked almost offended. But only for a moment. Then his 
face brightened again, he nodded vigorously, and pushed himself up 
so quickly that he slammed against the cabin ceiling again. He didn't 
even seem to feel the pain. 

"I know," he said, "it doesn't look very impressive. But an object's 
value doesn't always have to have something to do with its 
appearance. Anything can be worth something—as an archaeologist, 
you should know that.” He thought for a moment, then smiled. "Look 
- I'll prove it to you." 

With a quick movement, he snatched a small staff from the side 
of his device. Half a dozen brightly colored cables wound their way 


from him into the interior of the apparatus. Petryk switched on the 
device and suddenly seemed to have trouble not jumping from one 
foot to the other for joy when a small green lamp began to glow on 
the top of the black box. "Zacharias - 

please give me the disc," he said. 

Zechariah hesitated. He looked questioningly at Indiana and only 
reached under his jacket when Indy had nodded to indicate that 
everything was fine. 

Petryk gestured for Indiana to unwrap the package. Indy didn't 
hesitate. 

After a few moments he held out the brightly painted clay disc to 
Petryk, but Shlomo made no move to reach for it, just slowly stroked 
the end of his staff two or three times over its surface. A few lights on 
the machine in the box began to flicker, a few hands ticked, and one 
of the clock mechanisms began to tick with a low, regular tick. 

"Just a few moments more. Patience, please," said Petryk, "then 
we'll know exactly how old this item is to the day. But this is just the 
beginning. I believe that if I have the opportunity and time to 
improve this device a little, I shall be able to determine ages to the 
minute, if not to the second.” His eyes began to light up with 
excitement. “You have no idea what this machine will do for the 
scientific world, Indiana! Not only will it revolutionize your field, but 


He broke off in confusion and looked down at the displays on his 
machine. 

Then he stared down at the metal rod in his hand and back at the 
assembly of dials and hands. "I don't understand," he murmured. 

"What is it?” Indiana stepped closer, curiously and peered inside 
the box. 

Apart from the flickering of different colored lights and the wild 
beating of the hands, nothing had changed. 

"The indicator," Petryk explained. His voice sounded disturbed 
and unhappy. "If...if it's true, then this disc isn't even two years old." 

Indiana examined the disc in his hand. It actually looked like 
new; he had noticed that during his first examination. And yet 
somehow, he sensed that it wasn't a fake. He knew that feeling, a 
kind of sixth sense that many archaeologists develop that allows 
them to tell a fake work of art from a real one without the need for 
direct proof. Something told him this artifact wasn't fake. 


"I have to take the test again," Petryk said, suddenly nervous. 
Again he fiddled with his device and ran the end of his metal rod over 
the disc three, four, five times in a row, only to stare spellbound at 
his displays again. "The same," he murmured. “The paint on the disk 
is five hundred and seven days old. Not even twenty months!’ 

Indiana still wasn't convinced. Even if his sixth sense failed him 
this time and someone managed to make a perfect copy, for what 
purpose? The Anasazi had never played a major role in North 
American history. The remains of their culture might be of interest to 
scientists like him and Petryk, but Zacharias would be lucky to get 
$10 from a collector for this piece. It just wasn't worth faking. The 
rocky deserts of Utah and Arizona were teeming with genuine 
Anasazi artifacts. 

"Maybe it's broken?" he murmured. 

Petryk turned pale. "Impossible!" he said. "It works perfectly." He 
thought for a moment, then held out his hand. "Give me your watch, 
Jones, please!" 

Indiana obeyed. Petryk also gave it a thorough scan with his 
device, stared intently at the displays for a moment, and then said: 

"You've had it for a good nine years, haven't you?" 

Indiana nodded in surprise. "Something else!" demanded Petryk. 
He was suddenly very excited. He looked around the cabin 
searchingly and then looked down at Killer. “The dog has a collar. Do 
you know how old that is?” 

Zechariah nodded. "I made it myself. In front -" 

"Don't say it!" Petryk interrupted. Staff in hand, he leaned toward 
Killer. 

The dog looked at him suspiciously, then suddenly twitched its 
lips and let out a dark, menacing growl. Petryk visibly flinched. 

"Killers!" Zach said sharply. "Heel!" 

Killer stopped growling and obediently lay down. But his eyes 
followed every little movement that Petryk made. "Not quite three 
years," Petryk finally said. "Two," Zacharias corrected him. 

Petryk blinked. "Are you sure?" 

"Yes. I made it myself, almost exactly two years ago.” After a tiny 
pause, Zacharias added, “From a piece of leather that must have been 
lying around in the barn for a year, until my father gave it to me.” 

Petryk visibly breathed a sigh of relief. "So the machine works," 
he said. He looked thoughtfully at the disc in Indy's hands. "I wonder 


who and, more importantly, why would anyone do such a thing - but 
this one piece is clearly fake.” 

"Never," protested Zacharias. With a leap he was next to Indiana, 
snatched the disk from his hand and clutched it to his chest. “The 
man from the old world gave it to me! He wasn't a cheat!" 

"Nobody's saying that," Indiana said reassuringly. "It's just..." He 
stopped suddenly. "What did you say? What did you name the 
Indian? The man from the old world?” 

Zach nodded. "Grey Bear called him that,” he said. 

"The Medicine Man?" 

"Yes. He said he came from the old world. Then nothing. But he 
was... very nice. He would never have lied to me!" 

"He didn't either," Indiana said quickly. "Probably Petryk's device 
is just not working properly." He glanced quickly at Petryk, who 
understood and refrained from defending his electronic baby. "We'll 
find out the truth," he said. "Don't worry." He handed the paper and 
string back to Zach so he could put his treasure away safely and bent 
over the open box again, looking very thoughtful. As he examined the 
apparatus more closely for the first time, he noticed a mild blue glow 
that played around the black metal like St. Elmo's Fire. Reluctantly, 
he reached out and touched that blue glow. 

Tiny, thin, blue sparks flitted across his fingertips, but he felt 
absolutely nothing. "That's really strange,” he murmured. 

"I don't understand it either," Petryk said. "Why on earth would 
anyone fake Anasazi finds ?" 

Indiana shrugged. He had meant something completely different 
with his words, but he didn't have an answer to Petryk's question 
either. "Maybe it's not a fake," he said. "Maybe someone just enjoyed 
copying Anasazi art." 

Petryk obviously had doubts, but said nothing. This explanation 
was as good or bad as any other - with one difference. Indiana could 
tell it was wrong. From the old world... Those words touched him 
strangely, but he couldn't say why. Not yet. 

"It... it's worth nothing?" Zacharias asked. He spoke very softly, 
but there was something almost like desperation in his voice. 
Apparently he had heard Petryk's words, even though he had 
whispered. 

The temptation to say no was great, especially for Indiana, who 
had little experience dealing with children; and certainly not to 


comfort an eleven-year-old through a disappointment. But there was 
also something in him that was reluctant to lie to Zach--especially 
since that lie would only lead to another, and certainly bigger, 
disappointment. He just looked at Zach like that for a long while in 
silence and very seriously, then he crouched down in front of him so 
that their faces were level. 

"I don't know," he admitted. “You see... it wouldn't have been 
worth much anyway, even if it were a few hundred years old. There 
was no way you would have gotten five thousand dollars for it.” He 
forced a chuckle and ruffled Zach's hair. Killer growled menacingly, 
and Indiana hastily withdrew his hand. 

"You know," he continued. "If it really is only two years old, that 
makes it far more valuable than if it were real. But don't worry - 
nothing will happen to your dad anyway. I promise to you. We're 
going to Job and I'll deal with these people who kidnapped your 
father personally." 

Zach's eyes lit up as Petryk stared at Indiana as if doubting his 
sanity. He asked. "Do you even know where this boy is from?" 

"From Utah," Indiana said quietly. “What do you have against 
Utah, Schlomo? It's a beautiful state. I grew up there." 

"I have nothing against Utah!” said Petryk. "But -" 

"All the better," Indiana interrupted. “And it's not even one 
detour. Not a big one, anyway.” 

"To New York?!" groaned Petryk. 

"To Chaco Canyon," Indiana corrected him. 

Petryk audibly gasped. "Jones! We must -" 

"First of all," Indiana interrupted, his voice rising sharply, and 
getting to his feet, "we have to get out of this whole mess that you're 
in no small part responsible for, Schlomo." 

He could tell from the reaction on Petryk's face that while he was 
on the right track, he might have struck the wrong tone. Although 
Petryk has held up surprisingly well so far, it was only a matter of 
time before he finally collapsed under the immense pressure. 
Indiana decided to try another tactic. 

"Listen, Shlomo," he said. 'Maybe this disc is just a simple 
forgery, or maybe someone's joking. But maybe it means more. Who 
knows, we may have to rethink everything we think we know about 
the Anasazi. Just imagine what it would mean if we could solve the 
Anasazi mystery - with your device!" 


Petryk hesitated. He still wasn't convinced, but neither was he as 
opposed to Indiana's plan as he had been moments ago. Undecided, 
he looked down at his device, then at the package in Zach's hands, 
and finally back at his device. 

“No one would dare doubt your invention if we could present it 
with such a bang. You know how that usually goes. It can take years 
to get the value of your device.” “Hmm,” said Petryk. 

"And there's one more thing,” Indiana said. "We'd be rid of 
Malone and his cutthroats - and those other men who bothered you 
in New York. I know these guys. They will not step near you when 
hundreds of reporters are besieging you and your photo appears on 
the front page of every scientific publication journal. Your invention 
is only interesting to them as long as they can keep it to themselves. 
And besides--" Indiana made his last and strongest argument, "-- 
there would be little chance of your invention ending up in some safe 
or someone trying to build a ray gun out of it." 

“And... Grisswald?” asked Petryk. "He'll be shocked if we 
suddenly report from Utah instead of Chicago." 

That's the best part, thought Indiana. But aloud he said: "Oh, not 
at all! On the contrary, Shlomo. He'll kiss your feet - after he's had 
his fair share of fame, of course." 

Petryk said nothing, but he was clearly torn between what his 
logic was telling him and the temptation of Indiana's words. And 
finally the desire for scientific fame prevailed. 

"And how... shall we get to Utah?" he asked hesitantly. "Without 
papers, almost no money, and with these gangsters on our heels?” 

Indy pointed to Zach. "I ask you! This boy managed to make it all 
the way on his own. Harvey's gonna put us ashore somewhere 
Malone sure as hell won't find us. And once he does Malone and the 
rest will take care of itself.” 

"Perhaps that is what I fear," Petryk murmured. “You have 
experience dealing with criminal elements, so why should I worry, 
Indiana?” 

“You mean—yes?” Indiana asked. 

Petryk sighed. "Do I still have a choice?" 

Indiana grinned, and Zach threw his arms around Petryk with a 
whoop of joy and gave him a wet, smacking kiss on the cheek. 


KK 


Harvey had given him a blanket, which, like everything aboard 
SMUGGLERS QUEEN, was grimy with dirt, but at least it didn't 
smell so strongly of liquor that it took his breath away, and to his 
own surprise, Indiana had even managed the feat of falling asleep for 
a few hours on the hard cabin floor. 

He was awakened by the damp cold seeping under both his covers 
and his clothes, and by a violent snoring in his immediate vicinity. 
He carefully opened his eyes - and looked straight into Killer's gray 
wolf face. The dog had laid its head on Indiana's chest and was 
snoring like mad. He also had bad breath. 

Indiana cautiously raised his hands and tried to push Killer's 
head off his chest, but Killer growled in his sleep and snapped at his 
fingers without even opening his eyes. So, Indiana hastily pulled his 
hands back while he still had five fingers on each hand. 

Cautiously, he began to move his head, then his upper body, so 
that Killer's head gradually slid off his chest, his nose leaving a wet 
trail on Indiana's cheek. It took him a good five minutes to crawl out 
from under the wolfhound in this way, because a few times Killer 
threatened to wake up and growled menacingly in his sleep. 
Nonetheless, Indiana felt it advisable to do so. He could still see very 
clearly what Killer had done to Hook's nose. 

When he finally managed to crawl millimeter by millimeter from 
under the shaggy dog's face, Killer opened his eyes and yawned 
heartily, then got up to troll on deck. 

Indiana looked after him hostilely for a moment, then he got up 
too, stretched long enough, and followed the dog. Petryk and Zach 
were still asleep and there was no need to wake them. 

It was already beginning to get light. An icy, damp mist lay over 
the water, wisps of smoke stretching here and there like arms under 
the railing as if trying to reach out to the ship and her crew. The ship 
rocked powerlessly on the waves. Harvey had promised to put her 
ashore in a safe place by daybreak and to anchor the SMUGGLERS 
QUEEN a good mile from shore. 

Killer paced the deck, sniffling, with nervous little steps, 
occasionally whimpering softly. 

Indiana went to the wheelhouse, opened the door that hadn't had 
glass for years, and stepped inside. Harvey, wrapped in a sleeping 


bag, was slumped over the rudder and was snoring almost as loudly 
as Killer had been earlier. 

Indiana had to shake his shoulder for more than a minute before 
he finally opened his eyes. 

"What's the matter?” he groaned sleepily. "Is it breakfast time?" 

"No," Indiana replied. “But there's a customs boat out there. The 
officials ask if they can come on board.” 

"What!" Harvey sat bolt upright in his sleeping bag and would 
have fallen off his chair had Indiana not caught him with a quick 
movement. 

"Don't worry," Indy said quickly. "That was just a joke. I knew 
that was the quickest way to wake you up." 

Harvey glared at him. "Ha, ha, ha," he said. "Very funny. Really 
very funny, Dr. Jones." 

"It's about time." Indiana said. 

Harvey blinked out into the gray mist for a moment, yawned 
behind his hand, then sniffed audibly. "All right," he murmured. "I'm 
glad to be rid of you guys. Your company is having a negative effect 
on my blood pressure, Indiana. I'm getting too old for such games." 

He awkwardly peeled himself out of his sleeping bag, scratched 
his chin, and flipped a few switches. Nothing happened. 

"Problems?" Indiana asked. 

"No," Harvey replied. He sounded a little testy, though, Indy 
thought. But maybe just tired. "What do you expect? The 
SMUGGLERS QUEEN is an old girl. It takes time to kick off. But 
she's never let me down.” Indiana's eyes were filled with doubt. 

"Well, as good as ever," said Harvey. He pressed the starter. The 
SMUGGLERS QUEEN's engine cranked sluggishly a couple of times, 
but it wouldn't start. Outside, Killer began to whine louder and 
louder. 

Harvey took his finger off the start button. "What's wrong with 
this mutt?" 

"What's it look like?" Indiana asked, shrugging. "I suppose he's 
looking for a tree." 

"If that thing pees on my deck, it'll fly overboard,’ Harvey 
predicted somberly. "So, you better make sure the mutt behaves or 
he can swim back to shore." 

Indiana's comment was a fleeting smile. But he left the 
wheelhouse anyway and walked to the stern of the ship, where he 


heard Killer whining. "Hey, old boy!" he called. "Pull yourself 
together. We'll be in a good half hour—” 

He fell silent when he saw Killer. The wolfhound stood tall at the 
stern of the SMUGGLERS QUEEN. The fur on his neck was bristling 
and his ears were pricked up alertly. His whimper wasn't really a 
whimper at all, but a strange sound that sounded uncertain but also 
a little threatening. Indiana could hear him sucking in air for a scent. 

"What's the matter?" he asked. "Do you smell anything?" 

Under his feet, the SMUGGLERS QUEEN's diesel tried to start 
again and died with an agonizing cough. Indiana stepped next to the 
wolfhound and looked up with narrow eyes out into the mist. In the 
few moments he'd been in the wheelhouse with Harvey, the fog had 
thickened so much that Indiana couldn't see more than thirty feet. 
Still, for a moment he thought he could make out a shadow in the 
gray clouds out there. Killer stopped whining now. 

He growled softly. 

"What's going on?" Indy asked again. "What's out there?" 

Killer lifted his head for a moment and almost looked at him as if 
he understood the question and tried to answer. Something was out 
there . Indy was suddenly quite sure. And it wasn't just fog. 

"Harvey!" he called back over his shoulder. "It would be better if 
you got the old girl moving. I think we're about to have a visitor!" 

"Very funny, Dr. Jones!' Harvey yelled back. "Really terribly 
funny. I'll have a good laugh about it when I get a chance, okay?" 

"Harvey, I'm serious!" Indy replied. "Damn, hurry up!" 
Something moved in the gray clouds behind the SMUGGLERS 
QUEEN. Indy thought he heard a noise, but the fog made it difficult 
to pinpoint the direction it was coming from, especially as Harvey 
banged the starter again and the ship began to shake with the 
pounding of the engine. 

And then he saw it. 

Killer started barking. The fog lifted and Indiana looked like 
something straight out of a Tyrone Power movie. 

A small boat raced toward the SMUGGLERS QUEEN. It was only 
four to ten feet long and had an outboard motor, which was not 
running but was hoisted up the stern; its sound did not betray the 
ship's approach early. 

Nonetheless, it shot towards the SMUGGLERS QUEEN so rapidly 
that it plowed through the water with a white keel mark. On the 


narrow transverse bench sat none other than Wardrobe and rowed as 
fast as he could. Malone was kneeling in front of him, busy shoving 
two cartridges into the snapped barrel of a shotgun. Finally, at the 
bow of the little boat, Hook stood tall and with his legs slightly apart. 
He was swinging the end of a rope to which he really and truly had a 
three-pronged grappling hook attached. Had he held a saber or a 
pirate flag in his other hand, Indiana would not have been more 
surprised... 

"Ahoy, SMUGGLERS QUEEN!" Malone cried happily. "Prepare 
to be boarded!" He stood up and grabbed his rifle, probably hitting 
one of the triggers. A shot went off with a bang. Startled, Malone 
stumbled back, crashed into Wardrobe and fell to the ground with 
him in the back of the boat. 

But the ship's momentum was enough to bring it close enough to 
SMUGGLERS QUEEN fast enough for Hook to hurl his grappling 
hook. 

The sight was so hilarious that Indy just stood there, gaping, and 
watched. 

However, not for very long. 

The grappling hook clattered against the railing and got caught. 
Hook, with a triumphant grin, pulled the rope taut to pull himself 
and the boat closer to the SMUGGLERS QUEEN. But the railing, 
which was already made of rust and several dozen layers of paint, 
broke. The grappling hook splashed into the water and a second later 
Hook fell backwards, arms flailing wildly, at Malone and Wardrobe, 
who were just trying to get to their feet. 

Indiana had pulled his whip out from under his jacket, but right 
now there wasn't really anything he could use it against. 

Hook, Malone and Wardrobe had become an inextricable tangle 
Entangled bodies and limbs hindered each others’ efforts to sit up. 
The boat, still propelled forward by Wardrobe's powerful oar strokes, 
shot further towards the SMUGGLERS QUEEN, but at the same 
moment the diesel finally started with a rattle and the ship slowly 
picked up speed. Indiana tried to gauge whether she was gaining 
speed faster than Malone's boat was losing speed and decided they 
were too slow. He then tried to locate the spot where the two ships 
would meet. A few moments before it was time, Malone had finally 
managed to struggle to his knees. He glared at Indiana while raising 
his rifle to fire a round from his second barrel. 


But then suddenly Indiana's whip cracked. The braided leather 
cord caught the shotgun and snatched it from Malone's hands the 
instant he pulled the trigger, and the load went point-blank into 
Hook's right foot. This prompted him to perform an incongruous, 
but otherwise quite convincing, Native American dance on one leg in 
the boat. It was accompanied with a shrill howl. 

Indiana gave Malone a friendly smile, tapped the brim of his hat 
with two fingers in salute, and kicked the boat, which just then 
touched the hull of the SMUGGLERS QUEEN, sending it trembling 
backwards. 

But he had underestimated Wardrobe. With an angry roar and a 
tremendously powerful movement, the giant threw himself forward, 
sprang towards the ship with his arms spread wide and clutched the 
railing. His feet hooked under the edge of the rowing boat and held it 
so that the two ships did not move further apart, but the accelerating 
SMUGGLERS QUEEN 

dragged the small single motor boat behind it. 

"I wouldn't do that,” Indiana said, punching Wardrobe's hand. 
The giant cried out in pain, but didn't even think to let go of the rail. 
Indiana hit again, harder this time, and Wardrobe's roar grew even 
louder, but his grip still didn't relax. On the contrary, with Malone— 
fingers flying reloading his rifle—and Hook still hopping in place, 
clutching his bleeding foot—he began pulling the boat bit by bit 
closer to the SMUGGLERS QUEEN. 

Indiana was beginning to worry. He could have drawn his knife 
and persuaded Wardrobe to let go of the rail, but he was reluctant to 
hurt a defenseless man. On the other hand, if he didn't want to risk 
having them boarded, he might have no choice. 

The decision was made for him. Wardrobe's face contorted with 
the effort as his muscles tensed. The small motorboat shot forward 
with a jerk, and Wardrobe suddenly sagged a good distance and 
found his face and chest under water. Immediately he pulled himself 
up again, coughed up water and raised his head. 

By the time he managed to regain his balance, his face was inches 
from Killer's nose. The wolfhound had stepped very close to the 
railing and stuck his head out as far as he could. 

Wardrobe's eyes widened. Killer growled very softly, craning his 
mighty skull even further — and running a long, wet tongue across 
Wardrobe's face. 


The giant screeched, let go of his hold, and sank into the water 
with a mighty splash. 

"Dr Jones!” Malone roared in rage. "That's really enough now! 
Give up! If you don't hand over Petryk's apparatus to us immediately, 
I really must take other measures!" 

Indiana laughed heartily, waved mockingly at Malone - and 
suddenly in a great hurry, with a mighty leap behind the stack of 
boxes on deck of the SMUGGLERS QUEEN, he returned to safety. As 
if by magic, the shotgun was back in Malone's hands, and somehow, 
he'd actually managed to reload the gun without Indiana consciously 
noticing. The two barrels erupted in rapid succession with a dull 
thud. One of the two loads went into the stack of crates of Harvey's 
adulterated whiskey with a thud, and the other hissed so close over 
Indiana's head that he thought he heard the hum of the individual 
lead pellets. And almost simultaneously something clattered against 
the ship's railing and a noticeable jolt went through the hull of the 
SMUGGLERS QUEEN. 

"Jonas!" Malone yelled. “This is the very last warning! My 
patience is really at an end!” 

Indiana peered cautiously over the stack of crates he had taken 
cover behind and ducked his head back very quickly. Malone had 
already reloaded. And again the shotgun discharged with a dull 
crack, and again the splintering of wood and the shattering of glass 
showed where it had hit. A pungent stench of whiskey suddenly filled 
the air. 

Indiana cursed under his breath. The fiasco in which Malone and 
the other two gangsters’ boarding attempt had ended had made him 
forget for a moment how deadly serious the three of them were. And 
they were by no means rid of them! Hook was crouching at the stern 
of the boat, his face contorted in pain, clutching his foot, but the 
clink Indiana had heard was nothing more than the sound of his 
grappling hook being retracted and thrown accurately a second time. 
And this time it got caught in a spot on the railing that could 
withstand the load. The SMUGGLERS QUEEN was picking up speed, 
but Malone's boat was just being dragged behind. Indiana considered 
for a moment whether he could risk jumping out from behind cover 
to untie the rope, but another rifle shot from Malone shook the stack 
of crates in front of him, probably costing Harvey what was left of his 


emergency rations as well. Above all, he very quickly dissuaded 
Indiana from this idea. 

And for another. 

"Jonas!" Malone yelled. "Be reasonable! I have absolutely nothing 
against you or Professor Petryk personally! Give us the device and 
we'll leave you alone!" 

Indiana risked another, cautious look from behind his cover. The 
motorboat raced behind the SMUGGLERS QUEEN in a cloud of 
spray at the end of its taut line, and Harvey's ship was now leaving a 
second, oily trail behind it: the whiskey from the broken bottles, 
spilling over the deck and water. 

Indiana began to rummage through his pockets, pulling out his 
lighter and the crumpled piece of paper with Petryk's son's phone 
number on it. He quickly set the paper on fire, waited until the 
flames were almost reaching his fingers, then quickly dropped it 
behind the stack of crates. The wind caught it, carried it away and 
pushed it down onto the water. 

For half a second it almost seemed like Indiana's idea wouldn't 
work. But it only seemed so. Suddenly blue fire appeared on the 
water, bright and almost invisible, spreading rapidly. A thin, straight 
line of hissing flames raced across the water toward Malone's boat. 

Everything went very quickly. It only lasted seconds, but the sight 
still made up for Indiana's fear he had endured. Malone let out a 
terrified cry and dropped his rifle in shock. Hook cried out in horror 
and was suddenly in a great hurry to raise his knife and slash at the 
rope that connected the boat to the SMUGGLERS QUEEN, and 
Wardrobe, who was pulling himself up from the water, snorting and 
sniffing, fell up with the oars and a yell. 

Indiana wouldn't have believed it was even possible, but he 
managed the feat of turning the little boat practically on the spot and 
in a second, while Hook suddenly seemed to have eight arms at once 
to lower the motor into the water and tugged at the starter cable 
obsessively. 

Unfortunately, Indiana didn't get to see the end of the drama as 
Malone's boat disappeared back into the fog, oars whirling, followed 
by a two-foot wall of hissing flames that seemed to race across the 
water on tiny feet. 

But the flames not only followed the rowboat, but also the 
SMUGGLERS 


QUEEN. Indiana leaned over the rail and was startled to see the 
fire licking up the ship's hull - and then he did the first and only 
thing that came to mind. He grabbed the riddled crates, from which 
whiskey was still pouring, and threw them overboard one by one. 

"What the hell are you doing?" asked an excited voice behind 
him. Indiana tossed the last crate into the water in a high arc and 
turned, exhausted, to see Harvey's face, which had taken on a look of 
sheer terror. 

"Tell me, what's your so-called bourbon made of?" he cursed. 
"From jet fuel?" 

Harvey nodded. His eyes were wide and frozen with shock. 
"Partly, sure. 

But what... what have you done, you madman? You have... my 
whiskey...! 

My entire stash!’ 

"Don't worry,’ Indiana said wearily. "I'll buy you a new box as 
soon as we get ashore." 

"On land?" Harvey shrieked. Suddenly he fell to his knees and 
tried to stop the spilled whiskey with his hands in front of Indiana. 
“You... you madman! I'll let you swim to shore! I'll let you careen, tar 
and feather! I..." 

Indiana stopped listening. He stared out across the water for a 
moment where the fog had closed again, wondering if Malone and 
the others had made it. He almost hoped so. Still, it was hard for him 
to wish Malone and his cronies anything really bad. They had done 
everything in their power to prove him wrong for the past twenty- 
four hours, but he couldn't shake the impression that they didn't 
really mean to kill him and Petryk. If they did, they were by far the 
most untalented killers he'd ever heard of, and for that alone they 
deserved to get away with it. 

The shots and shouting had also woken Petryk and Zacharias, 
who came tumbling onto the deck one after the other. Zach only 
glanced around and then, after making sure the wolfhound wasn't 
hurt, he lunged at Killer and hugged him. Petryk, on the other hand, 
looked at Indiana and Harvey, who was still on his knees and trying 
to stop his whiskey from flowing, with a mixture of confusion and 
horror. "What happened?" 

"Malone and his idiot brigade," Indiana said tersely. 


"How?" Petryk looked very startled and said a little reproachfully: 
"But you promised we'd get rid of them!" 

"Then I was wrong." Indiana shrugged. “Besides, we're definitely 
rid of them now . They must have their hands full unloading their 
boat at the moment.” 

Petryk apparently didn't understand anything anymore, but 
Indiana didn't bother to give him any further explanation, but 
walked past him back into the cabin without a word. 
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The mist did not clear as the sun rose, but it continued to recede onto 
the water so that at least they could see the sky. As if to compensate, 
not a single cloud could be seen above them, and while Indiana was 
still busy telling Zacharias and Petryk how he had managed with 
Killer's help to repel the attack of the self-proclaimed river pirates, 
they were treated to an amazing spectacle. That occupied their 
attention for the next half hour : The balloon fleet that George and 
Jill had told him about the night before took off from the eastern 
shore of Lake Michigan. 

They must have been farther from the lake shore than Indiana 
had previously believed, for the huge hot air balloons looked no 
bigger than soccer balls as they rose silently above the cloud bank 
that had descended on the water. 

"What's that?" Zach asked, wide-eyed at the fleet of motley 
balloons. They were so far away that the wicker baskets could hardly 
be seen. It looked like giant kids had let a swarm of colorful balloons 
fly above the clouds at a giants' fair. 

"Hot air balloons," Indiana replied. In the excitement of the 
previous night he had said nothing about his meeting with the 
balloonists' club. Now he made up for it. Petryk showed little to no 
interest, but Zacharias listened with growing wonder. 

"And are there ... are there really people in there?” he asked 
incredulously. 

“Below.” Indiana pointed up at the sky. “See the tiny dots under 
the balloons? These are the baskets. Some of them are big enough to 
hold a dozen passengers.” He looked at Zach in a little wonder. "Have 
you never seen a hot air balloon?" 

"No," Zach replied. "How far do they fly?" 


"Very far," Indiana replied. “Those up there are on their way to 
New Mexico. If the wind is favourable, they'll be there in a few days." 

"New Mexico?" A thoughtful expression spread across Zacharias's 
face. 

"Then we could have flown, couldn't we?" 

Indiana had thought of that, too. In fact, in hindsight, he was 
pretty sure Jill would have found some way to take him and the other 
two if he'd asked. 

Sometimes having a reputation had its perks. But, for one thing, 
he hadn't known last night that they would actually decide to go to 
Utah, and for another, it had never been Indiana's way to mourn 
missed opportunities. 

"Hey!" Zach said suddenly. “They're coming towards us! Look 

The balloon fleet was now high enough to be caught by the wind 
and blown apart. A large proportion of these were actually moving 
out onto the lake, and some even headed straight for the 
SMUGGLERS QUEEN. It was an uplifting sight to watch the gigantic 
structures glide silently, almost majestically. 

They couldn't tear themselves away from the sight for a while, but 
then suddenly Petryk said, "If you could tear your attention away 
from these toys for a moment, Indiana, there's something else 
coming our way." He pointed south out toward the water. "I'm just 
not quite sure what it is." 

Indiana turned in the indicated direction. At first he didn't even 
know whether to be startled or laugh. 

A boat had emerged from the mist a good hundred yards behind 
the SMUGGLERS QUEEN. The last time Indiana had seen it-a good 
hour ago-it had been white. Now the wood was blackened with soot 
and burn marks. 

Gray smoke curled from the charred planks and settled on the 
clothes of the three passengers, who were none other than Malone, 
Wardrobe and Hook. 

They looked as charred as their boat. And they didn't seem to be 
in a particularly good mood. Malone had his rifle across his knees 
and a stack of shotgun shells at least two feet high next to him. Hook 
was swinging his grappling hook again while Wardrobe had grabbed 
the charred end of an oar and was paddling with all his might. 

Indiana sighed. "These guys are starting to be a nuisance." He 
wasn't overly concerned. Wardrobe was paddling at amazing speed, 
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but Indiana had already noticed that the boat's engine was a smoking 
heap of rubble. 

He turned to Harvey. "Go ahead, Harvey. Those guys look a 
little... 

displeased.” 

Malone raised his rifle and fired. He was still way too far away; 
the buckshot fell like rain on the water far from the SMUGGLERS 
QUEEN, but the warning was clear. For everyone except Harvey. He 
hadn't exchanged a word with Indiana in the last hour, and he didn't 
say anything now, just glared at him. 

"What are you waiting for?” Indiana asked. He glanced back 
nervously over his shoulder. The boat came closer. It was closing fast 
. “The guys don't joke. They're going to kill us!" 

"Not us," said Harvey. "Except you, I hope, you... you saboteur!” 

Indiana started to reply angrily - and stopped when he looked at 
Harvey's face. He turned quickly and stomped toward the 
wheelhouse. "Harvey!" he murmured angrily. "My friend Harvey!" 
He yanked open the door, looked around, then gave an angry jerk of 
the throttle to stop the boat. 

Maybe a little too hard. The lever broke off and the SMUGGLERS 

QUEEN 's engine died. 

For a second, Indiana just stared at the broken throttle in his 
hand, not even realizing what had happened. Then the bang of 
another shotgun load wafted across the water, and Indiana snapped 
awake from his torpor. 

"Cover!" he shouted. "These guys mean business!" 

"You can say that again, Dr. Jonas!” Malone yelled, obviously 
hearing Indiana's words too. 'I'm getting fed up with the games! 
From now on I won't be considerate anymore, and that's your own 
fault!" 

The rifle cracked again. Wood splintered near Indiana's face, and 
Petryk and Zacharias scrambled for cover. Only Harvey didn't move. 
As Malone fired off shot after shot and showered the SMUGGLERS 
QUEEN with a veritable hail of buckshot, he sat calmly and glared at 
Indiana. 

"You saboteur!" he growled. “You... you murderer! I hope they 
catch you! I hope they shoot your head off!” 

"Harvey!" Indiana screamed. "Get to cover!" Malone's rifle 
cracked. Finger-length splinters of wood were ripped from the deck 


just between Harvey's feet, but he didn't even seem to notice, but 
went on shouting in a shrill voice berating Indiana as a traitor and 
assassin and wishing down all the misfortunes of the world upon his 
head. 

It almost seemed as if his curses would be answered. Indiana 
jumped up and leaped across the deck in desperate strides and 
bounds, but he just couldn't reach the cabin door. Malone shot with 
amazing accuracy and kept forcing him back; so precise that Indy 
began to suspect again that if Malone had really wanted to, it would 
have been easy to hit him. The gangster was just playing with him. 
He just wondered when he would get tired of this cruel game and get 
serious. 

Which was the case at that very moment. 

The double barrels of Malone's shotgun erupted so quickly that 
both shots sounded like one. In front of Indiana's feet - precisely ten 
centimeters in front of each foot! — a smoking pattern of holes 
appeared in the deck planking, and when he looked up, startled, he 
saw Malone swapping his rifle for another rifle, which Hook held out 
to him. No wonder the fellow could fire so quickly. 

Indiana froze as the shotgun barrels came level on him. The boat 
was less than twenty yards from the SMUGGLERS QUEEN. Malone 
couldn't miss at that range. 

"Now I've got you, Jonas!" Malone said triumphantly. He made 
an ugly grin, closed one eye over the sight of the shotgun and stuck 
out the tip of his tongue between his lips. "Have you got one last wish 
before I blow you to shreds?” 

Indiana didn't answer, but Zacharias suddenly appeared from 
behind his cover and called out, "Maybe you'd better take a look up, 
Mister Gangster!" 

"Ha ha!" Malone replied. His finger stroked the gun's trigger. 
"How stupid do you think I am, kid?" 

"Whatever you say," Zach said. He shrugged. Malone grinned and 
raised his rifle a tiny bit, right around Indiana's face and... 

... in the same fraction of a second a huge burlap sack fell on his 
head. 

Malone was literally pinned into the hull of the boat, and Hook, 
in shock and surprise, dropped both the second rifle and his 
grappling hook and cocked his head in amazement—just at the right 
moment to get the next bag square in the face. He fell backwards 


with a choked gasp and lay motionless like Malone. For once, 
Wardrobe was smarter than his boss - he dropped his oar and 
voluntarily jumped overboard. 

Indiana looked up - and sucked in the air between his teeth in 
surprise. 

A huge, light blue sphere hovered over the SMUGGLERS 
QUEEN. A square basket of intricately woven raffia hung beneath 
the sphere, perhaps eight or ten meters above the deck of the ship, 
and at the same moment a head of dark blond hair appeared over the 
rim of the basket and a hand waved at Indiana. 

"Hello, Dr. Jones!” exclaimed Jill—or was it Jane? - Happy. "It 
looks like you need help!" 

Two minutes later, Petryk, Zacharias, and Indiana Jones, who 
was clutching a violently wriggling wolfhound, climbed a rope ladder 
into the hot air balloon's basket. 
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In a magazine of utopian fiction, which he had once browsed for fun, 
Indiana had read a story about a "picture phone," which the author 
claimed would take on the role of the telephone in the not too distant 
future. It would enable the participants in the conversation not only 
to talk to their respective counterparts, but also to see them at the 
same time. Of course, Indiana didn't believe such nonsense, now or 
in the future, however remote. Still, he would have given a lot to have 
such a device now and be able to see Grisswald's face. 

However, what he heard was enough to broaden the malicious 
smile on his face. He'd been on the phone to New York for ten 
minutes now—a collect call at the university's expense that had 
probably cost Grisswald a year of his life just to accept, and 
Grisswald had spent eight of those ten minutes entirely alternating 
between berating Indiana, begging him, and threatening to shut him 
down. 

"I know my classes start again tomorrow morning," said Indiana, 
as Grisswald paused for a moment to catch his breath between two 
barrages of rants. "But unfortunately they will have to be canceled - 
or some colleague will have to take over. There'll be someone who 


doesn't have much to do who can step in... How about yourself, 
anyway?” he added after a half-second pause. 

He could almost hear Grisswald turning pale. "Jones!" he 
croaked. "I warn you! Don't push it too far! If you don't show up 
sharp at nine tomorrow morning and give your lecture, then...then..." 

"Yes?" Indiana asked cheerfully. He could vividly imagine it 
working in Grisswald's head. The Dean and he had never liked each 
other. Grisswald would have loved nothing more than to fire Indiana 
in a hot second. He'd even tried it once - only to find that Dr. Henry 
Jones Jr. was not just any archeology professor but had powerful and 
apparently also very influential friends. Indiana wasn't quite sure 
who would have to take the hat if Grisswald really went for a 
showdown. 

Neither did Grisswald, apparently, for he was silent for a few 
seconds and then launched an entirely new tactic. "Jones, be 
sensible,” he said. 'You know as well as I do that no one can take your 
lecture. Damn, all hell has been breaking loose here for days! The 
police were here asking about Petryk. Where is he anyway? Is he 
there? near you?" 

Indiana turned to see Petryk on the other end of the flight 
barracks, where he sat at a table and talked to Jill or Jane. Killer was 
sitting next to him, his head resting on his thigh. Petryk stroked his 
neck without realizing it himself. 

Indiana decided that the distance, which must have been thirty or 
forty feet, wasn't exactly close, and said, "No." 

"I beg you, Jones, you've got to understand! I -" 

"It's just too important," Indiana interrupted. “You're a scientist 
too, aren't you? You should understand that. If Petryk and I are right, 
then a scientific sensation is about to happen! The entire Anasazi 
culture may need to be redated, Grisswald! And the evidence is 
practically on the street! Do you want someone else to pick it up and 
take all the credit for another university?” 

Grisswald snorted. "If that's a trick, Dr. Jones..." 

"It's not," Indiana insisted. "But I can't talk about it on the phone, 
you'll understand that." 

"And... the expenses?" Grisswald asked suspiciously. 

He had him! Indiana was struggling not to let his voice show too 
much of his sense of triumph. "I'll take care of that if we come back 
empty-handed," 


he promised - which wasn't too difficult for him. It hadn't cost 
him a penny to travel here from Lake Michigan. And if luck and 
especially the wind were kind to them, it would stay that way until 
Utah. 

"And I'll count the missed days as unpaid leave," growled 
Grisswald. "And Petryk too!" 

"Agreed," Indiana said. "But I have to go now - I've run out of 
change. I'll get back to you." 

He put the receiver back on the cradle before Grisswald could 
realize it was a collect call, stuck his tongue out at the phone, and 
walked over to the table where Petryk, Jill (or was it Jane?) and Zach 
sat. 

Petryk stopped his lecture and looked at Indiana. "So? What did 
Grisswald say?' 

"Oh, not much," Indiana replied. "At first he didn't really want to, 
but in the end, he was really enthusiastic about my suggestion. He 
says we should take our time and investigate carefully and calmly.” 

"Grisswald said that?!" Petryk's eyes widened in disbelief. 

"Sure," Indiana lied. "He's not as bad as most people think. You 
just have to know how to take it.” 

However, judging by the look on his face, Petryk wasn't entirely 
convinced. 

But he didn't ask any more questions. That's when Jill came in - 
or Jane? - 

to speak. Although they had been together almost continuously 
for the last two days, Indiana still couldn't tell the twin sisters apart; 
especially since the two made fun of being as similar as possible in 
terms of clothing, hairstyle and behavior, including certain idioms. 
"Professor Petryk was just about to tell us about the Anasazi, Dr. 
Jones,” she said. "I must confess that I have never heard of these 
people." 

Indiana raised a finger to playfully threaten her. "Shame on you," 
he said. 

"That's a real lack of education, especially when you're going to be 
practically flying over the legacy of these people in your balloon if 
you want to go to New Mexico." 

"Driving," corrected Jill - or Jane? — automatically. "In a Balloon 
one speaks of driving, not of flying. And as for the Anasazi... do I 
really need to know anything about them?” 


Indiana shook his head. "Not really," he said. “To be perfectly 
honest, it's probably one of the most uninteresting races that ever 
lived on the North American continent. Very few specialists really 
know anything about them. 

And most of the time, they aren’t particularly interested either.” 

Petryk cleared his throat exaggeratedly. "Well, I wouldn't put it 
that bluntly," he said. 

Also, Jill - or Jane? - seemed a little confused. "Professor Petryk 
said they were a very mysterious people." 

"In a sense, that's true," Indiana agreed. “They left great 
buildings. In Chaco Canyon, New Mexico, there is an entire town 
that has remained virtually intact. Did you know that the Anasazi 
were the first to build real skyscrapers? Up to four stories high - an 
unbelievable achievement for that time. In general, this city is simply 
fantastic. You and your sister are more than welcome to accompany 
us there when your race is over. We'd be happy to show you." 

"Then why do you say they were a boring people when they left 
such fantastic cities?" asked Jill - or Jane? - wanting to know. 

"Maybe boring wasn't the right word," Indiana admitted. "But for 
a scientist, the Anasazi are...well, let's just say, not very productive." 

"How so?" 

"Well, for one thing, because they've only existed for four 
hundred years," 

Indiana explained. “That may sound like a lot, but it isn't. Just 
think how long the pharaonic empire existed or the Roman empire. 
And on the other hand, because we know pretty much everything 
there is to know about them. Except for a few things - and these are 
mysteries of a kind that will probably never be solved." 

"But don't they appeal to a scientist?" Jill asked-or was it Jane? 

"Usually it does," Indiana said. He searched for a moment for a 
suitable comparison. "You're an avid balloonist," he said. “Are you 
tempted to fly over a mountain that no one has climbed before you?” 

"Yes, I would, so," said Jill - or Jane? 

“But would you be interested in tackling a mountain that you 
know is so high that there is no air at the top to support your 
balloon?” 

Jill - or Jane? — thought for a moment before shaking her head 
with a frown. 

"I think I see what you mean." 


"Mysteries that are completely unsolvable are not very attractive," 
Indiana said. "Not even for a scientist." 

"And what are these secrets?" asked Jill-or Jane? - after a while. 

Indiana didn't answer immediately but looked out the window 
and pretended to follow the work of the ground crew as they 
prepared for the launch of the small fleet of balloons. The field had 
fallen apart, leaving just under a dozen balloons on that section of 
Kansas City Airfield cordoned off for the race. 

The rest had fallen behind or literally scattered to the four winds ; 
some had also arrived and departed long before them, but the twin 
sisters didn't seem particularly worried about the outcome of the 
race, although the added weight of three people would certainly 
make their balloon slower. 

He caught a warning look from Petryk. He had agreed not to tell 
the twins about Petryk's invention, lest they be drawn further into 
the story and endangered. While Indiana was certain they had finally 
shaken off Malone and his gang, events in New York had shown that 
it wasn't just the Chicago underworld that was after them. 

"Actually, there is only one riddle," he said after a while. 'But 
that's all the greater for it. Nobody knows where they went.” 

"What do you mean?" 

"They lived almost exactly four hundred years," Indiana 
explained. 'They were a small people, but they had cities, roads and 
an amazing culture. And one day they disappeared. Just-” He 
snapped his fingers. "- like that." 

"T don't understand," Jill admitted-or Jane? — hesitant. 

"No one understands," said Petryk. "That's the very secret that 
Dr. Jones speaks. You see - they didn't go extinct or were destroyed 
in a war. There was also no major pandemic or weather catastrophe. 
There is no indication that they could have gone anywhere else. They 
just disappeared from one day to the next.” 

"I'd go even further," Indiana said. "From one minute to the 
next." 

"That doesn't sound... very convincing." 

"But it is so," said Petryk. "Houses have been found that looked as 
if its inhabitants would return at any moment. Everyday things were 
lying around, clothes, children’s toys ... on some plates there were 
still leftovers from a meal that was not quite finished.” 


"Like they all just walked out the door for a moment to do 
something," 

Indiana added, "or watch something and never come back." 

Jill - or Jane? — shuddered visibly. "That sounds really spooky." 

"It is,” Indiana confirmed. “You really should go to Chaco Canyon 
and see it. You have to be there to experience its unique atmosphere. 
It can't be described.” 

“Sounds dangerous!” said Jill-or Jane? 

"You misunderstood me," Indiana said. “There is nothing...evil 
there. It's a very unique atmosphere that you won't find anywhere 
else in the world. It's hard to describe, but there's nothing negative 
about it. It's almost. . .' He searched for a suitable word. 

"Holy," said Petryk. 

"Yes." Indiana nodded. “That's it. It's a very peaceful place, but 
without the sadness that one usually feels in such places.” 

"That sounds very nice," said Jill-or Jane? - quiet. She smiled. 
"And you now want to solve this mystery?" 

She'd asked the question in such a casual, utterly unemotional 
tone that Indiana almost automatically nodded. At the very last 
moment he caught Petryk's alarmed look and controlled himself. 

"How ... what makes you think that?" he asked haltingly. 

"Please, Dr. Jones,” Jill said—or Jane? — smiling. "Don't think I'm 
blind. Do you really think my sister and I wouldn't have noticed how 
concerned you and Professor Petryk are about this thing?" 

She glanced at the black wooden box that was on the table in 
front of Petryk. "He guards it like a mother hen her chicks," she went 
on, when neither Indiana nor Petryk answered, but only looked at 
them in dismay. 

Petryk had his hand flat on the box. Now he pulled it away with a 
tug — 

which, of course, only made things worse. 

Jill - or Jane? — laughed softly. "What's in there?" she asked. 

"Nothing," said Petryk hastily. "Really nothing of importance." 

"Any sensational find that might solve the Anasazi mystery?" 

"Really, it's nothing," Petryk said nervously. “I'm attached to this 
box, that's all. It's an heirloom from my father, you know?’ 

"Sure." Jill - or Jane? — winked at him and suddenly stood up. “I 
have to excuse myself for a moment. I promised Jill I'd help her get 
ready for launch. You know how it is with these temporary workers. 
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If you don't check everything yourself, you can experience the wildest 
surprises.” 

Indiana looked after her in concern. He was angry at himself for 
almost letting himself be taken by surprise - but even more so at 
Petryk. 

"It wasn't very wise of you, Schlomo,” he said. 

A defiant twinkle lit up Petryk's eyes. "What?" 

"To tell her about the Anasazi." 

" You told most of it, Indiana," Petryk replied irritably. "I did n't 
invite that girl to come to Chaco Canyon with me!" Killer lifted his 
head from Petryk's lap and looked at him intently. In the last two 
days he and Petryk had become so good friends that Zacharias was 
already beginning to show signs of jealousy. Apparently, the dog 
sensed Petryk's change of mood. 

"But J didn't bring up the subject," Indiana replied, hardly less 
irritated than Petryk. He pointed angrily in the direction Jane had 
gone. "Are you dying to get them both involved in something that's 
none of their business? That would be a bad thank you. After all, they 
saved our lives. Without them, we'd probably be lying at the bottom 
of Lake Michigan now with concrete galoshes on our feet!" 

Petryk didn't answer, just glowered at Indiana. Before they could 
fully quarrel, however, Indiana got up and left the barracks. 

He was fully aware that he had overreacted. 

But he was nervous and irritable, and not just since his 
conversation with Grisswald. Ever since they'd lost Malone and his 
gang for good, everything had gone smoothly; almost too smooth for 
Indiana's taste. He couldn't explain his feelings, but he sensed that 
something was...wrong. It felt as if he had put together an 
exceedingly complicated jigsaw puzzle, with only one piece missing - 
a piece that, if put in place, would make the picture something 
entirely different from what it now seemed. And the crazy thing was, 
he was sure he had that missing piece. There was something he had 
heard or seen, or perhaps just hadn't heard or seen, that someone 
had said to him and that he had dismissed as unimportant... It was 
maddening! 

He shook off the thought as best he could and looked around 
himself and the airfield. The balloons were in different stages of 
inflation: Most were just empty, limp shells drying on the ground like 
unfolded parachutes, but some were already partially inflated. The 


launch would not be simultaneous this time. The ground crew, who 
had followed the small fleet of balloons by train or automobile, made 
sure that the participants took off at the same time as they had 
arrived. Their own balloon was next in line, in just under an hour. 

Indiana had mixed feelings about the continuation of the journey. 
It was just mesmerizing, floating weightlessly a mile or two above the 
ground, carried by nothing but air and driven by nothing but the 
wind, and Indiana had been amazed for the last two days after he 
gradually realized how fast their journey was and how precisely the 
hot air balloons could be controlled if one had a certain basic 
knowledge of thermals and air flow behavior. But this way of 
traveling was also uncomfortable, because there were at least five of 
them - plus the dog - crammed into a rather small wicker basket. 

And above all it was loud. The small spirit burner that supplied 
the balloon with a constant supply of heated air made such a roar 
that it was almost impossible to communicate other than by 
shouting. On the other hand, he couldn't think of a safer way to get to 
Utah. In a hot air balloon two miles above the earth, no one would be 
looking for Petryk and him. 

Without much haste, he sauntered over to Jill and Jane, who 
were standing by the side of the balloon, watching it gradually 
expand, now and then shouting an instruction to the ground crew. 
Zechariah was with them. The two young women immediately took 
the boy in their hearts, especially after hearing his story. 

Zechariah waved to him. Indiana waved back--and stopped dead 
in his tracks. 

For a split second he had thought he could make out a familiar 
figure under the door of an aircraft hangar on the other side of the 
field. But that was impossible! It just couldn't be... 

He crossed the airfield as fast as he could without running and 
causing a stir. He didn't approach the hangar directly, but made a 
wide detour so that he couldn't be seen from inside and entered the 
building through a narrow door at the back. At first he was almost 
blind. The great doors, wide enough to admit an airplane, stood wide 
open, admitting a sliver of bright sunshine into the hall, but the rest 
lay in the deeper darkness. Half a dozen planes stood around in a 
seemingly chaotic manner. He heard voices and saw shadows moving 
not too far from him. Indiana used every cover and silently crept 
towards it. 


It was wardrobe. 

And he wasn't alone. Gradually, Indiana identified the shadows 
he called as Scarface, Capone II and III, and what was left of Malone 
and Hook. He was still too far away to understand what they were 
talking about, but Wardrobe's voice sounded rather excited and he 
kept gesturing violently at the open gate and the activity on the 
airfield. 

As cautiously as he could, Indiana crept closer and paused in the 
shadow of a single-engine sport plane. He now recognized a seventh 
figure in the group of gangsters. The man was quite short and stout, 
wearing a fur-lined flight jacket and scarf despite the warmth in here. 
A certain suspicion arose in Indiana. And the first words from 
Malone that he could actually understand made that suspicion a 
certainty. 

",.. actually, no problems. I bribed the guy in the cafeteria, and he 
told me that the next stopover would be in Colorado Springs—if the 
wind didn't change or die down. There is a lot of uninhabited land in 
the area. Nobody will notice anything.” 

"Nevertheless..." The man in the flight jacket shook his head. "I 
don't like the idea. If anyone sees me shoot that thing..." 

"Who said shoot it down, idiot?" Malone snapped. “You have to 
force the balloon to land, that's all. We need Jonas and the others 
alive. They're no use to us dead!" 

"It amounts to the same thing,” the pilot replied. "Have you any 
idea of how I'm going to force a hot-air balloon to land, other than 
puncture it?" He raised his arm and, almost tenderly, placed his 
hand on the propeller of the plane he was standing in front of with 
the others. It was a single-engined machine, dating from the First 
World War but in excellent condition. Even the machine gun in front 
of the pilot's seat was still there. “Don't worry, Mr. 

Malone, I can handle this thing. I give you my word that no one 
will be harmed. Two or three bullets into the balloon, and that thing 
falls to the ground very gently.” 

"I hope so," Malone said. "If Jones or any of the others get a 
scratch, you can forget the rest of the money!" 

"Don't worry," said the pilot. "Your beloved Dr. Jonas won't be 
harmed.” 

He looked at Malone searchingly. "I just wonder why you're 
paying me so much money to take him out of the sky when you're so 


scared for his health at the same time." 

Malone snorted. His swollen face twisted into a grimace. "It's 
none of your business," he said, "but I'll tell you anyway. I want to get 
my hands on him unharmed because I want to kill him personally.” 

"Slow down," Hook added. At least he tried, but his upper and 
lower lips were so swollen he could only manage a barely intelligible 
mumble. 

"It would be a shame for both dolls, wouldn't it?” said Wardrobe. 

The pilot said nothing more, but gave Malone and his cronies a 
long, very disturbed look before turning and leaving the hangar 
without a word. 

Malone and the others stayed for a while, amused by outdoing 
each other in prophecies about what they would do with Indiana and 
Petryk once they got their hands on them. Then they went too. 

Indiana stayed hidden for a few more seconds before he was sure 
Malone or one of the others wasn't coming back. He was very 
concerned, but also confused. It was just... impossible that the gang 
could have followed their trail this far. Indiana hadn't even been sure 
five minutes ago that Malone and Hook were still alive! 

And he wasn't sure what to do. 

His first impulse, of course, was to go out and tell Petryk, and 
especially the members of the Balloon Club, what he had heard. He 
couldn't imagine that the balloonists would be very excited about the 
idea that one of them was about to be shot down. The local police 
probably wouldn't either. 

But that wouldn't solve the real problem. It wasn't about getting 
rid of that plane. The man was replaceable, just a tool that Malone 
would be annoyed about losing, but nothing more. He had to get rid 
of Malone and his gang, once and for all. 

He looked thoughtfully at the plane whose propeller the man in 
the flight jacket had stroked. 

And then he had an idea. 


100 miles west of Colorado Springs 
Two miles up in the air 
August 22, 1943 


Like a glittering ribbon in a fairy's hair, the river meandered through 
the brown-green of the landscape far below them. The wind had 
picked up. 

Among them, in the land glowing under the sun's blaze, it was 
sure to be a soothing relief. It was icy up here. Indiana had put on a 
scarf and thrown a blanket over his leather jacket, but he was still 
freezing. For some reason it was much colder inside the hot air 
balloon basket than the previous two days. 

To compensate, however, they also made much faster progress 
than Jill and Jane had predicted at the start. There must have been 
differences between the balloons, perhaps due to the construction, 
because they had started almost simultaneously with one of their 
competitors, but soon overtook him. 

The sky behind them had been empty for a good quarter of an 
hour. Jill - or Jane? - had even expressed the hope that they might 
gain one or even two places by the evening and thus advance into the 
leading group of balloon racers. Indiana hoped so. Above all, he 
hoped that they hadn't all frozen to death by then. 


It was really miserably cold. Petryk, Zacharias and Killer were 
huddled in a corner of the basket to keep each other warm. Hardly 
two meters away from them was a real fire from hell - but two meters 
above them: the alcohol burner that constantly supplied hot air to 
the balloon above their heads and thus prevented it from collapsing. 
However, very little of this warmth reached them. Almost nothing at 
the moment. 

Indiana took his hands out from under his armpits and blew in 
them, rubbing his fingers together to at least give himself the illusion 
of warmth. 

His eyes searched the sky. There wasn't yet a trace of Malone's Air 
Force to be seen. Maybe the poor man's version of the Red Baron was 
looking for them fifty or a hundred miles to the east. They were well 
ahead of schedule. 

However, Indiana didn't really believe in it. Had he planned this 
heist, he would have staged it right here. Beneath them on either side 
of the river stretched only the endless forests and mountain valleys of 
Colorado. If the balloon had to make an emergency landing here, it 
could be five years before someone found it. Or even fifty. 

Someone touched his arm. Indiana turned and looked into Jill's - 
or Jane's? - 

Face. She said something, but her words were drowned out by the 
noise of the alcohol burner; Indiana only saw her lips move. He 
shrugged his shoulders. 

Jill - or was it Jane? — came closer and repeated her question. 
This time she screamed. "What are you looking for, Dr. Jones?" 

"What makes you think that?" Indiana yelled back. 

"Because I'm not blind," Jill yelled - or Jane? - "You're looking for 
something and have been for quite a while." 

This girl's powers of observation were truly phenomenal, Indiana 
thought. 

He had really tried to behave as unobtrusively as possible; if only 
so as not to alarm the others. For the same reason he hadn't shared 
his experience of the previous day; neither from the conversation he 
had overheard nor from what he had done afterwards . 

The embarrassment of having to come up with some excuse Jill - 
or Jane? — 

would not decrease, anyway he was spared, because at the same 
moment a tiny dot appeared in the sky in the east. 


Jill's - or Jane's? - Observational skills were apparently even 
better than Indiana had assumed anyway, for she seemed to register 
some reaction on his face that he himself was not even aware of. 
Almost as soon as he looked up, she turned to see the approaching 
doom. With a gesture, she drew her sister's attention to the plane. 

It was, in fact, approaching very rapidly and so purposefully that 
the pilot's intention was made clear long before he was actually close. 
Although Indiana was anything but a professional aviator, he knew 
that up here one normally gave other "road users" a wide berth - and 
for a plane to approach a hot air balloon so unerringly was not just 
unusual. It was worrying. For the first time since Indiana had met 
Jill and Jane, the twins were clearly showing signs of nervousness. 

One of the two turned to Indiana. "Who is that?” she yelled over 
the roar of the burner. "And what's he up to?" 

"Shooting us down!" Indiana yelled back. 

Jill - or Jane? - turned pale, and so did Jane - or was it Jill? — 
seemed to have heard Indiana's answer, because she turned around 
and stared at him with wide eyes that reflected sheer horror. Indiana 
grinned widely. 

"You're kidding!" said Jane and Jill. Both at the same time and 
both as if from one mouth. 

"Not at all." Indiana's smile brightened even more. "I overheard 
Malone and his gang paying the pilot to make us land yesterday." He 
gestured toward the plane, which now seemed to be accelerating. 
"Can you see it? He's already preparing to attack!’ 

The dot had now become the outline of a single-engine World 
War I fighter plane; it was the same plane Indiana had seen in the 
Kansas City hangar the day before. It was closing in so quickly that 
for a moment Indy thought the pilot was just making short work of it 
and blasting his prey out of the sky on the first approach. But in the 
end, it didn't do it, instead heaving to at the last moment and 
sweeping overhead in such a tight loop that the tips of its wings 
almost touched their balloon. Apparently even this fellow had a 
shred of decency and conscience and was giving them something of a 
final warning. 

The pilot began gesturing as his machine circled the balloon, 
periodically wagging its wings. Although the meaning of the gesture 
was clear enough, Indiana asked the two women: 

"What does he want?" 


“He's telling us to land,” Jill replied, and Jane—perhaps it was the 
other way around—added, “We should do it. The guy doesn't look 
like he makes a joke. He has a gun on his plane. If we don't obey, he'll 
open fire on us!” “I know!” said Indiana. 

From the twins' expressions, they doubted his sanity. But they 
also did nothing to avert the impending disaster. It would probably 
have been too late anyway. 

The pilot had realized that his attempt was unsuccessful and now 
steered his machine away from the balloon in a second turn and at 
the same time slightly upwards. Next time he came back, he wouldn't 
wave anymore, just make a small movement with the index finger of 
his right hand. 

Petryk and Zacharias had also noticed the plane and stood next to 
Indiana. 

Zach just watched the plane go with the wide eyes of an excited 
child, but Petryk looked rather startled. "What does that mean, 
Indiana?” he asked nervously. The plane had reached the apex of its 
loop and was closing again. "That... that almost looks like he's about 
to... attack us!" 

"Exactly," Indiana said cheerfully. He supported himself with his 
forearms on the edge of the balloon basket and watched the 
approaching plane with interest. The pilot had slowed down and 
raised the nose of his machine - 

and thus the barrel of the machine gun - a little so that the bullets 
would not hit the basket but the balloon above it. 

"Indiana!" shouted Petryk. "Do something!" 

Indiana smiled. "Gladly. If you have any ideas what.” He waved 
happily to the pilot in the oncoming plane. The pilot didn't wave 
back, though. He fired. 

A dull bang mingled with the whoosh of the alcohol burner and 
the roar of the fighter's engine. Flames and black, greasy smoke 
enveloped the plane's cockpit for a moment, and Indiana saw white- 
hot pieces of debris fly away and fall to the ground like tiny meteors. 

Indiana was a little taken aback by the dramatic effect of the 
eight-inch machine screw he'd driven into the machine gun's barrel 
with a dozen hammer blows the previous afternoon. It had been 
damn hard work. But it was worth it. 

The flames went out as the headwind grabbed and ripped off the 
burned-out remains of the machine gun. The pilot's face was black 


with soot. A multifold crack blinded the right lens of his aviator 
goggles. His right hand was bleeding, and there was a look on his 
face of such abysmal bewilderment as Indiana had never seen on a 
man's face. 

Suddenly the plane's engine began to sputter. Smoke billowed out 
of the exhaust pipes in oily, black wisps, the propeller spun once 
more and then stopped. The machine stopped climbing, sped 
horizontally toward the balloon for a second, and then began to fall. 

Indiana leaned forward to watch the plane go by. The machine 
raced toward the ground. Smoke was no longer pouring out from 
under the hood, but blazing, orange-red flames. The propeller flew 
away, burning, and just a moment later a second shape detached 
itself from the disintegrating machine, fell a short distance, and then 
ballooned out into the white hemisphere of a parachute. 

Indiana leaned forward even further and gave a mock salute. 
"Give our regards to Malone!” he shouted after the pilot. He doubted 
the man could hear the words, but he felt a need to. Also, he was 
pretty sure Malone and his gang were watching the whole scene from 
the ground and enjoying themselves. 

"Dr Jones!" 

He straightened, turned to Jill - or... and the gleeful laugh caught 
in his throat. 

Apparently, he was the only one who had watched the crashing 
plane. 

Everyone else - including Killer - stared spellbound at the balloon 
above. 

Or perhaps more frightened. 

In any case, Indiana suddenly felt a very uneasy feeling in the pit 
of his stomach. He thought again of the glowing fragments of the 
machine gun. 

They had obviously flown farther than he thought. At least one of 
them. 

In any case, far enough to tear a fist-sized hole in the balloon, 
from which the air escaped with a whistling sound. 


The same place two miles below 


The descent lasted a good fifteen minutes, and although Jill and Jane 
managed to avoid dropping the balloon into the Colorado River, the 
landing was anything but smooth. Although the two women cranked 
the burners to the max and threw all the ballast overboard, including 
their luggage, the tear in the balloon grew and the air escaped more 
and more rapidly - causing them to descend faster and faster. The 
last twenty or thirty meters was actually little more than a fall. If the 
crown of a mighty tree hadn't absorbed the worst of the force, they 
could hardly have escaped without serious injuries. 

Indiana did not pass out, but it took him a long time to shake off 
his daze enough to become reasonably aware of his surroundings. It 
lay half buried under torn leaves and branches in a corner of the 
basket. Something heavy and warm lay over his legs and he could 
hardly breathe because the limp balloon had draped itself like a 
blanket over the treetop and the basket. 

Through a few cracks in the tangle of twigs, Indiana could tell 
they hadn't fallen to the ground. The basket got caught in the 
branches halfway up and got stuck. 

"Zacharias?" Indiana asked. "Shlomo?" 


Neither of them answered, but the weight on his legs suddenly 
came to life and transformed into a shaggy wolfhound who was 
whining and trying with all his might to work his way out from under 
the balloon, ruthlessly stomping on Indiana in the process. In the 
immediate vicinity, someone began coughing painfully, and suddenly 
the whole basket was shaking so violently that Indiana was almost 
afraid it might break loose and fall. 

He tried to free himself, but only managed to do so when 
someone grabbed the fabric on his face and yanked it aside. Indiana 
gasped, mouth wide, and felt like ducking back under the tarp, 
because he was staring into eyes that were almost black with anger. 

"Well done, Dr. Jones,” Jill said. "That was really a great plan. 

My heartiest congratulations.” Her voice trembled with anger. 
“Nobody could have done that better. Not even Malone.” She had a 
small laceration above her left eye that was oozing a little blood. 
Nothing more than a scratch, but at least there was something to tell 
the twin sisters apart now. 

"Listen, Jill," Indiana began. "I'm really sorry. I had no idea that-" 

"I'm Jane," she snapped, jerking her head back over her shoulder. 
"That's Jill." 

Indiana's gaze followed the movement. He was relieved to see 
that Jill also appeared unharmed except for a tiny laceration above 
her left eye. 

"Why didn't you tell us what was going to happen?" Jane went on, 
trembling with anger. “I was scared to death when this lunatic 
suddenly came towards us!’ 

"And besides," Jill added, "we might have taken countermeasures 
if we had known what to expect." 

"I... . thought it was safer to do nothing," confessed Indiana 
meekly as he carefully tried to extricate himself from the tangle of 
fabric and broken branches. The basket began to rock menacingly. 
Indiana froze for a moment and then moved even more cautiously. 
They were probably eight or ten meters off the ground. After 
surviving a two-mile fall reasonably unscathed, he would have 
thought falling thirty feet and breaking his neck a little ridiculous. 

He was the last to get to his feet. Zacharias looked upset, but like 
the others he was unharmed. Petryk crouched on the other side of 
the basket, his box clutched to his waist. When things got tricky 
during the crash, one of the women had tried to throw that ballast 


overboard too, but Petryk would probably have jumped rather than 
sacrifice his invention. Nobody said anything, but the silence was 
very eloquent, and Indiana felt a sudden urge to defend herself. 

"Okay, it was a mistake," he said irritably. “Maybe I should have 
told you everything. But then what would we have done? Called the 
police? Arrest the pilot or take his plane away from him? At least that 
way I knew what Malone was up to and where he was waiting for us.” 

"And where," Jill asked, "is that supposed to be, Dr. Jones?" 

Indiana looked at her in confusion for a few seconds. Then he 
said, very softly, "I think pretty much right here." 

Filled with a very uneasy feeling, he leaned forward and looked 
down over the edge of the basket. 

"Hello, Dr. Jonas!” Malone exclaimed happily. "How nice to see 
you again. 

It's a small world!” 


It took some time for Indiana to regain his composure enough to be 
able to turn back to the others. The two women, Zach, and Petryk 
were still silent, but Indiana suddenly felt as if he were standing on 
the black dot in the middle of a target at which at least a dozen rifle 
barrels are pointed. 

He cleared his throat uncertainly. "We... got company." 

"Oh?" said Jane pointedly. "How nice. Why don't you invite your 
friends for a cup of tea?’ 

"Please!" Indiana said imploringly. "We can blame each other 
later—” 

"Why each other?" Jill asked. 

"--but now we need a good idea of how to get out of here," 
Indiana went on, unperturbed. "And fast!" 

"Dr Jonas!” Malone's voice came up from below. He was 
unmistakably impatient. "We don't have all the time in the world! 
Why don't you finally see reason and give up? I have nothing against 
you personally or the professor. I just want that little black box 
Professor Petryk has with him.” 

Indiana stepped to the edge of the basket again. "Why don't you 
come up and get it yourself?" 


Malone, Wardrobe, and Hook were almost immediately below 
them. 

Strange - just when he had first looked down at the gangsters, 
Scarface and the two Capones had also been there. 

There was no sign of the three of them now. Where were they? 

he whispered. “They're up to something.” Louder, turning back to 
Malone, he continued, “Let's make a deal, Malone. As things stand, 
we're doing pretty well up there. We can't go down, but you can't 
come up here either." 

"Are you sure?” Malone asked. 

"Quite," Indiana replied. "And we have time. You don't!” 

"Oh?" Malone's voice sounded just a tiny bit uncertain. "What 
makes you think that, Jonas?" 

"Jones," Indiana corrected him. He pointed to the sky. “A dozen 
or so balloons will be flying over this area over the next few hours. It 
would have to be hell if we weren't seen. This giant thing in the trees 
is quite conspicuous.” 

"Maybe," Malone admitted reluctantly. "Maybe not. And what 
kind of trade do you have in mind, Dr. Jonas?” 

‘It's very simple - you and your men leave right now and never 
come back, and we're going to claim it was an accident and not tell 
anyone what really happened. And we also refrain from giving you all 
the police officers in the United States around your neck.” 

Malone's jaw dropped in disbelief. For the duration of a breath, 
he stared at Indiana with bulging eyes - and then he croaked out a 
cry and pulled a pistol from under his jacket. Indiana just had time to 
throw himself back before the bullet tore a hole in the rim of the 
basket. 

"Bravo!" Jill applauded mockingly. “That was brilliant. What are 
your tactics, Dr. Jones? Make him so angry you get hit?” 

"Especially in buying time," Indiana replied. His eyes searched 
the sky above the ruined treetop. "Could it really be that we will be 
seen?" he asked. 

“Hardly.” Jane shook her head sadly. "The field is spread out 
wide, maybe dozens of miles." "But the balloon is huge," Zach said. 

"It's mostly blue-green," Jill sighed. “No one can see us from two 
miles up here in the woods. And until they realize we haven't arrived 
and are looking for us...” She shook her head. "It can take days." 


Indiana's gaze swept over the branches that had caught her fall. 
They looked fairly solid, but the foliage wasn't particularly dense at 
this point, and Malone had proved more than once that he was a 
master marksman. No - 

they wouldn't get very far that way either... 

With a heavy heart, he walked back to the edge of the basket and 
looked down. Scarface and the other two had returned, and suddenly 
he knew where they had gone. 

They had fetched wood. At the base of the tree there was a 
sizeable pile of dry branches, foliage and fallen leaves, on which 
Hook and Wardrobe now piled the branches and splinters of wood 
that had been broken out of the treetop during their forced landing. 
Malone had his fists on his hips, his head back, and was grinning 
widely up at Indiana. A smoking cigarette was stuck to the right 
corner of his mouth. For some reason, the sight of that cigarette 
disturbed Indiana beyond measure. 

"Well, Jonas?" Malone grinned. "Have you considered giving up 
after all?" 

"My name is Jones," Indiana replied. "And why should I give up? 
I don't see why." He saw something else instead - namely Scarface, 
who brought in an armful of dead leaves, which he now distributed 
evenly over the piled branches. 

Malone took a drag on his cigarette, coughed, and waved his hand 
in front of his face. "I really should break this vice," he said. "These 
things are going to kill me one day." He coughed again, took the 
cigarette out of his mouth and flicked it unerringly into the dry 
leaves. Almost immediately, a thin, gray plume of smoke curled up. 

"Oops!" said Malone. "You can see how quickly an accident can 
happen if you're not careful!" He shook his head, approached the 
improvised pyre and lifted his foot as if to stamp out the embers. He 
didn't complete the movement but looked back up at Indiana while 
balancing on one leg. 

"Well, Jonas?” he asked. "You can't part with a certain black box 
after all?" 

"Put out the fire, you maniac!" Petryk gasped next to Indy. "Do 
you want the whole forest to burn down?" 

"It wont,” Malone said, shaking his head. “A forest doesn't burn 
that quickly away. You'd have to help a lot.” He dropped to his hands 


and knees and blew hard into the embers a couple of times until the 
first tiny flames began to lick up. "Like this," he said sardonically. 

The fire grew with frightening rapidity. The embers had already 
grown into a sizeable fire that quickly spread. Indiana wasn't even 
sure if Malone could still stomp it out, even if he had wanted to. Still, 
he tried once more to appeal to Malone: "Be sensible. Malone! If you 
cremate us, the box with Petryk's invention will burn too!" 

"Oh, I don't think so," Malone said, stepping back as the flames 
began to lick his pant legs. "It's pretty stable. And I take that risk. 
You can't do business if you don't take risks, can you?" 

The fire was spreading faster and faster, and the heat was already 
beginning to make itself felt. Smoke rose, causing Indiana and the 
others to cough. 

Killer whimpered next to Petryk. They would suffocate up here 
long before the heat or flames could even harm them. 

He looked around desperately for an escape route, but it was 
useless. 

Malone would shoot them like cardboard cutouts at a shooting 
range if they ventured beyond the cover of the basket. There was 
nothing to protect them. 

Two-thirds of the crown of the tree was covered by the balloon, 
which miraculously had not yet fallen to the ground... 

"A knife!" Indiana said suddenly. "Give me a knife, quick!" 

Petryk, Jill and Jane just looked at him helplessly - after all, they 
had thrown all their luggage overboard, perhaps to slow the crash 
down by that crucial fraction. Zacharias, however, reached under his 
jacket and pulled out a double-edged bowie knife so large it almost 
resembled a sword in his hands. 

Not bad for a Mormon boy whose worldview is to reject all forms 
of violence, Indy thought. 

"Cut the lines!" he said. "Fast! I'm trying to distract them!" 

He leaned over the edge of the basket and coughed again as his 
face caught the thick smoke that rose straight up. Ten meters below 
them the tree was already ablaze. Malone and the others had stepped 
back and were looking up at them. "Jump, Jonas!" Malone shouted. 
‘Don't worry - Wardrobe will catch you and so will the others. But 
first, please throw down the box!” 

Indiana glanced back over his shoulder. Zacharias was frantically 
sawing at the tethers that connected the basket to the balloon, and 


Petryk and the twins, realizing what Indiana was up to, tugged with 
all their might at the panels of fabric that were caught in the 
branches everywhere. Now the fact that the fabric was so thin proved 
to be an advantage, for the strength of the two girls was enough to 
tear it where it had become too tangled. He just hoped there would 
be enough time. The smoke had grown so thick he could barely 
breathe, and the heat brought tears to his eyes as he bent down to 
face Malone and his gang again. 

"Malone!" he shouted. 'You can't do that! You can't just kill five 
people!" 

"Me?" Malone asked. "Why me? Is it my fault if you choose to be 
flambéed instead of delivering that stupid box to us? Be reasonable, 
Jonas. Think of the boy and the two women if you don't care about 
your own life." 

"Done, Dr. Jones,” Jill said from behind him. Her breathing was 
labored, a testament to the exertion that lay behind her. "One last 
pull." 

Indiana looked up. Petryk and the two girls had actually detached 
the balloon from the branches so far that one last determined tug 
would be enough and gravity would take care of the rest. And just 
then, Zach cut the last rope and turned to Indiana with a triumphant 
grin. 

"Okay, Malone!" he called. "You've won: get ready - he's coming!" 

Malone's face was lost through the thickening smoke, but Indiana 
saw him and his men approach again, arms raised. 

"Now!" he cried. 

He grabbed it himself. For a terrifying half-second, the balloon 
seemed about to get caught in the branches again. But then it jerked 
free. The basket swayed menacingly but got stuck in its branch fork. 

But not the balloon. 

It slid down to the floor, caught the current of rising warm air, 
and fluttered out into a huge, blue-green blanket that descended 
almost lazily, engulfing both the fire and Malone and his gang. 

"Hurry now!" Indiana pointed down. The smoke was gone, but 
the thin fabric was already beginning to ripple from the heat. They 
had gained a few minutes. at best. After that, the balloon would start 
to burn and probably make things worse. 

The trunk of the tree was still so hot that it was impossible to 
climb down it, but fortunately the forest was so dense at this point 


that they had no difficulty climbing into the crown of a neighboring 
tree and from there climbing down to the ground. The two young 
women and Zach performed surprisingly well, while Petryk and 
Indiana faced certain difficulties; Petryk, with his box in tow and 
Indiana had a hard time getting Killer down to Earth unscathed and 
not falling himself in the process. He also kept glancing back 
nervously at the half-dozen violently wriggling bumps in the 
balloon's envelope. Malone and his gang's voices, though choked and 
barely intelligible from beneath the fabric, weren't particularly 
cheerful. And it wouldn't take them very long to free themselves. 
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Somewhere in Colorado 
August 23, 1943 


All denials were useless - they were lost. While that admission 
chaffed Indiana's Boy Scout honor, it was the truth: they had camped 
under the shelter of an overhanging rock. The rock kept the icy night 
wind away from them, there was a spring just a few feet away, and 
Indiana and Zach had found enough berries and wild fruit in the 
woods to satisfy even the worst hunger. They had even managed to 
shake off Malone and his brigade of idiots. So far everything was fine. 

Not at all right, however, was the fact that Indiana hadn't the 
faintest idea where they were. 

"T just don't get it," he muttered. He had his hands in his trouser 
pockets and was staring up at the sky in a disgruntled mood. The 
night was cloudless and as clear as only really cold nights could be. 
And it was cold. Indiana could see every star in the sky, and 
normally it should have been easy for him to tell from the 
constellations which way to go to reach the river. He'd believed that 
five or six hours ago, when dusk had fallen. But since then they had 
walked almost continuously without seeing a sign of the Colorado 
river. Either the river had decided to change course since midday, 
Indiana thought, or he had forgotten where north and south were. 


"Don't take it tragically. Dr Jones,” he heard a voice behind him. 
"It can happen to anyone." 

“Something like this can happen?” Indiana was struggling not to 
vent his anger at himself to Jill—maybe Jane, too—who had 
appeared behind him. 

He couldn't really see her face in the dark, but he could see that 
she was shivering from the cold. They only had with them what they 
were wearing. 

Indiana had hoped they would reach the river by nightfall. They 
would have met any number of living creature there. There were 
settlements on either side of the river, and perhaps they could have 
signaled to one of the other balloonists as well. The girls had told him 
that the racers used the river as a trail marker and followed it as long 
as the wind permitted. 

"Something like that can happen?" he asked again, so irritated 
that Jill - or Jane - jumped involuntarily and looked at him in shock. 
He shook his head violently. "No, this can't happen. It can't happen, 
you know?” “No,” said Jill or Jane. 

"Oh damn it," Indiana sighed. He calmed down as quickly as he 
had gotten angry, but a feeling of intense irritation lingered. "After 
all, we are not in the Sahara or at the North Pole, but in Colorado! 
Not even fifty miles from a major city. I always thought I could rely 
on my sense of direction - after all, I was in the Boy Scouts. You just 
can't get lost in this area. Not that thorough. I...I don't even know 
where we are!” He had almost shouted the last word. 

"If I'm being honest . . . I feel the same way," said Jill--or Jane. 
She tried to smile, but it didn't look very convincing. “I don't know 
where we are either. 

And neither does my sister. 

It's actually funny." 

"How?" 

Jill—or Jane, Indiana had finally given up worrying about it— 
nodded so hard her curls flew. "My sister and I are keen balloonists," 
she said, although that was really unnecessary. 'You're lost without a 
good sense of direction, believe me. You never know where the wind 
will blow you.” 

“Listen, Jill,” Indiana began, embarrassed. 

"Jane. That's Jill." 


"For sure. So, Jane... I'm terribly sorry about the crash. I'm afraid 
you won't win the race now. I would gladly compensate you for the 
damage, but my means -" 

Jane cut him off with a dismissive gesture. "Don't worry about it, 
Dr. Jones. 

My sister and I are, well, not penniless. It's annoying that we can't 
win the race anymore. But to make up for it, we're going to have one 
of those adventures you're said to have." She laughed softly, wrapped 
her arms around her chest, and added with a shudder, "If only it 
weren't so cold." 

Almost automatically, Indiana made to remove his jacket, but 
Jane waved him off. "Please don't do that, Dr. Jones. You only have 
one jacket, and my sister is as cold, as I. Quite apart from that, the 
boy and Professor Petryk." 

She looked at him questioningly with a very small smile in her 
eyes. "So, you were in the Boy Scouts? Then you surely know a trick 
or two for starting a fire with your bare hands and some damp wood, 
don’t you?” 

Indiana laughed but immediately became serious again. 
"Unfortunately, no," 

he admitted. “It only works in books, but rarely in reality. We'll 
probably have to freeze until the sun comes up. Hopefully we can get 
a few more hours of sleep before then.” He looked up at the sky. 
“What time is it anyway? Unfortunately, my watch has stopped.” 

Jane flipped open the lid of the small locket watch she wore on a 
thin chain around her neck and squinted at the dial for a moment in 
the dim starlight, frowning in surprise. "Strange - mine too." She 
called her sister over. "Jill, what time is it exactly?" 

Jill looked at her watch — an exact match to her sister's — and 
after a few seconds answered, puzzled. "I dont know. I think my 
watch has stopped.” 

"Strange," Jane murmured. ‘We've had them for a very long time. 
So far they have always worked extremely well. And now they both 
stop at the same moment..." 

Indiana tried to tell the time from the position of the stars. He 
wasn't quite sure, but it must have been between one and three in the 
morning; definitely after midnight. 

"We should really try to get a few hours sleep," he said. "I want to 
leave first thing in the morning before Malone and his friends show 


up here." 

"So you think they're still following us?” asked Jane. 

Indiana sat in the slipstream, knees drawn up, trying to ignore 
the biting cold that bit into his skin with invisible, sharp teeth. He 
knew that the nights here in Colorado could get very cold - but today 
it just seemed too cold. 

After all, it was already the end of August! 

"Certainly," he answered Jane's question. "I know this guy. They 
don't give up until they reach their goal.” 

"He's after Petryk's box, isn't he?" asked Jane. At least Indiana 
thought it was Jane, until he looked up to see the two sisters sitting 
next to each other again. He sighed silently. "Yes," he admitted. 

"What's so valuable in that box they'll chase you halfway across 
America to get it?” Jane asked. 

Indiana looked at Petryk before answering. Shlomo pretended to 
be asleep, but he wasn't a particularly good actor. "That's exactly 
what I don't quite understand," he said. “Petryk invented something. 
A device of enormous scientific value, if it works - and I firmly 
believe that it does. But it hardly has any material value. I just can't 
imagine anyone paying a lot of money for it. Not enough to make it 
worth killing, anyway.” “What kind of device?” Jill asked. 

Petryk's eyelids flew up with a jerk. 

"Explain it to them, Schlomo," Indiana said. Petryk hesitated, and 
Indiana waved his hand to underscore his request. "Go ahead. The 
two are already up to their ears in the matter anyway. I think they 
have a right to know why people are trying to kill them." 

Petryk didn't seem very convinced, but after a while he sat up and 
began to talk. And of course exactly what Indiana had expected 
happened: After a few sentences he lost his shyness and talked 
himself into an enthusiasm that Indiana was only able to curb with 
difficulty in the end. 

"That's . . . really interesting," Jill said-isn't it Jane? — when 
Petryk caught his breath between two or almost three-minute 
sentences. 

"And it works?" added her sister. 

"Of course it works!" Petryk replied, offended. "I can show you if 
you want. 

Pay attention!" 


Without waiting for a reply from the them, he snapped back the 
lid of his box, and Indiana saw the usual, confusing jumble of dials, 
levers, and clockworks that weren't. "Give me something," he 
demanded. "Anything you own that you know exactly how old it is!" 

Jane and Jill looked at each other questioningly, then one of them 
untied the watch from her necklace and handed it to Petryk. He 
accepted it and subjected it to the treatment with his apparatus. 
Then he glanced at the dials. 

But instead of announcing the age of the watch, he suddenly 
looked up, very confused - and only a moment later Indiana 
understood why that was so. 

When he had first seen Petryk's "atomic clock" in action, he had 
noticed a soft, bluish glow that seemed to surround the device as it 
worked; no more than a wisp, actually only visible in the dark. Now 
that pale glow had become an intense light, glowing with a cold blue 
glow, and Indiana thought he felt a very faint tingle on his face, 
almost like the touch of feathery spider leg. It was a very 
uncomfortable feeling. "What is that?" 

Petryk shrugged. "It... it's gotten a lot stronger,” he murmured. 
He sounded disturbed, almost a little startled. "I do not understand 
that." 

"Is the device still working?" Indiana asked. He suppressed a 
shudder convulsively. There was no logical reason for it - but that 
strange blue light shimmering through the cracks of the wooden box 
almost frightened him. 

Petryk glanced at his dials, then nodded. "Flawlessly." 

"And?" asked Jane-or Jill. "How old is it?" 

"Forty-seven years and three months," Petryk replied. 

"That's right," said Jane--maybe Jill, too--bewildered. "The 
watches belonged to our mother." 

Petryk still seemed very irritated but tried very hard not to let his 
confusion show too clearly. He handed the watch back to the girl and 
held out his hand towards her sister. "Shall I examine the other one 
too?" 

Jill - possibly Jane too - shook her head, almost startled, and put 
her hand on the watch as if to protect it. "It's not necessary," she 
said. Noticing Indiana looking at her with irritation, she added with a 
smile, "They're exactly the same age. My mother and her sister had 


them made by the same watchmaker back then. They were twins too, 
you know?" 

There was something Indiana didn't like about that answer, but 
he was far too confused to pursue the thought right now. He looked 
down at Petryk's box suspiciously, wondering why that cold blue 
light made him so uneasy. 

However, he didn't seem to be alone with this feeling. The 
expressions on Jane and Jill's faces also showed carefully controlled 
concern, and even Petryk said nervously, "I think I'd better turn it 
off." 

He reached out and touched the device--and with a yell, pulled 
his fingers back. 

A hissing blue spark leaped out of the box, hopped like a drunken 
firefly across the back of Petryk's hand, and landed in the grass 
beside him. Gray smoke curled up and Indiana saw a tiny yellow 
flame. 

"What's the matter?” he asked, startled. 

Petryk clutched his burned hand and now looked at the wooden 
box almost in horror. "I don't know," he said. "Something..." He 
didn't continue, but reached into his jacket pocket, pulled out a 
pencil, and used the blunt end to flip the switch he'd just singed his 
fingers on. The pen began to smolder, but the blue glow died almost 
instantly, and the tingling of invisible insect legs on Indiana's face 
and hands was gone. 

"Is it broken?" asked Jane, startled. 

Petryk looked at his treasure and seemed to be fighting back tears 
for a moment. "I don't know," he whispered. "I... I hope not." 

Indiana looked at him worriedly for a moment longer, but then 
his attention returned to the spark that had fallen on the grass. The 
flame was out now, but here and there he could still see tiny 
remnants of dark red embers. He dropped carefully to his knees and 
blew in, and with the help of some dry leaves and thin twigs that Jill 
and Jane handed him, he managed to reignite the sparks. 

At least that way they had a fire to warm them until morning. 


KK 


Indiana did not wake up the next morning, against his habit, when 
the sun had surely risen above the horizon for an hour and its 


warming rays were tickling his face. His headache was pounding, and 
the skin on his face and the backs of his hands burned. But he wasn't 
the only one who hadn't had a good night. Jane and Jill were still 
asleep and only opened their eyes when Indiana got up and made a 
noise. He even had to shake Petryk roughly several times to even 
wake him up. 

Only Zacharias wasn't in his place, but Indiana didn't even have 
time to process this realization and startle when he heard Killer's 
joyful bark somewhere nearby and seconds later, Zacharias’ voice 
answering it. The boy was playing with the dog somewhere. 

Petryk groaned and clutched his temples. "Oh, damn it,” he 
murmured. 

"I've seldom slept so badly." 

He didn't look like he'd had a good night's sleep either, Indiana 
thought. 

Petryk's face and hands were slightly red, like a sunburn, and 
there were heavy dark circles under his eyes . Jill and Jane also 
looked anything but refreshed. Their complexion was pale, and their 
hands were shaking—in sync, of course. 

Indiana was gentlemanly enough not to comment, since he wasn't 
sure he looked much rested either. It wasn't just that he had slept 
badly, either. In addition to the physical discomfort of a night that 
was far too short and the unpleasant burning sensation in his skin, 
he felt ... 

To really put the feeling into words. He felt somehow unreal, he 
couldn't put it any other way. As if he weren't even awake yet, but 
only dreamed of being awake. And as if he were nevertheless fully 
aware of this fact on a deeper level of his thinking. 

He banished the thought, stretched extensively, and then walked 
without particular haste to the spring they had discovered the night 
before. The sun was an inch above the treetops, but it was already 
warming, and just as the night had been cold, the day would be hot. 
But maybe the icy water would help quell his pounding headache, or 
at least mitigate it a little. 

Eyes half-closed and yawning incessantly, Indiana shuffled to the 
well, dropped to his knees beside it, and doled handfuls of ice-cold 
water over his face and neck. While it helped ward off the tiredness, 
it still didn't clear his mind. The memory of the previous night, and 
the eerie glow that had suddenly erupted from Petryk's chest, and the 


lightning bolt, swirled in his head in a series of unrelated images, and 
he found it difficult to make them real. He knew it wasn't - but it still 
felt like a dream. And although basically nothing disturbing had 
happened, there remained a feeling as if he were remembering a 
nightmare, of the very worst kind, one that plunges the dreamer into 
hopeless fear of death without even knowing why. 

Indiana scooped up three more handfuls of water to wash away 
the bad taste in his mouth as well as the bad aftertaste in his mind, 
then straightened up - 

and stopped in mid-movement, startled. The spring came from 
the cliff sheltering them that night, but the well that Indiana had 
drawn water from had dug deep into the loamy ground over the 
years. The imprint of a bare human foot was clearly visible on the 
narrow strip of shore. 

It was very fresh, certainly no more than two or three hours old, 
Indiana guessed. And yet that footprint was like the memory of last 
night: it bothered him in two ways, though he couldn't quite say why. 

The thought that someone had been here and watched them, and 
none of them - not even the dog! — realizing it was terrifying enough. 
But that was not all. Something... was wrong with that footprint. 

This time it took only seconds for Indiana to realize what it was. 

There was only a single imprint. The ground around the little 
puddle was soft clay, into which the imprint of the foot had dug 
nearly an inch or two. 

There was really just this one, single track. But that was actually 
impossible. 

Indiana racked his brain for a long time as to how this imprint 
could have come about. He could only think of two explanations - 
and one was as stupid as the other. Either the night's visitor had been 
a world champion one-legged long jump, or someone had literally 
appeared out of nowhere with their right foot in the water and left on 
the muddy shoreline, and then just as literally disappeared back into 
thin air. Either way, Indiana decided to keep his observation to 
himself, at least for the moment, until he could come up with a 
satisfactory explanation for this track (specifically, the lack of a 
second print). 

More confused than seriously concerned, he went back to the 
others. Jane 


- maybe it was Jill - came towards him and gave him a look that 
made it very clear that she thought it unworthy of a gentleman that 
he had not let her or her sister do the washing first while Jill - or 
Jane for that matter? — 

walked over to the edge of the forest; probably to look for berries 
for breakfast. 

Petryk sat cross-legged in front of his box. He had closed the lid 
again. With pointed fingers he carefully touched its contents. 

"You okay?" Indiana asked. 

Petryk didn't bother to answer him; he probably hadn't heard 
Indiana's question at all. His face was that of a man standing at the 
deathbed of his terminally ill only son, not knowing what to do. 

"I don't understand," he kept murmuring. The words weren't 
meant to be an answer to Indiana's question. "It's never done that 
before. It can't really do that." 

Indiana wanted to reply with some triviality, just to reassure 
Petryk, who could sense how upset he was by last night's events, but 
he couldn't get around to it. There was a sharp shriek from the edge 
of the woods, and as Indiana spun around, Jane ran—didn't she? - 
screaming at him. 

For a moment, Indiana thought of Malone. Even as he rushed 
towards Jane, he yanked the whip out from under his jacket and 
unrolled the cord with a skillful swing. He hastily searched the edge 
of the forest but couldn't find anything out of the ordinary. "Jane! 
What happened?" 

Jane threw herself into his arms, panting, and pressed so hard 
against him for a second that he could hardly breathe. Indiana had to 
release her grip with gentle force to be able to push her away at arm's 
length and shake her vigorously two or three times. Only then did 
she have the power to answer at all. 

“There... there was someone,” she stammered. "A face!" 

"A face?" Indiana pushed Jane-or Jill? — with not so gentle force 
to the side, took a step towards the edge of the forest and stopped 
again. Something rustled there. For a moment he thought he saw a 
shadow, but he wasn't sure if he really saw it or just wanted to see it. 
At the same time, it struck him how pathetic his chances were of 
dealing with Malone, let alone Wardrobe, if he ventured into the 
thicket where his only weapon was precious little. "A face?" he asked 
again. "One you know? Malone's? 


In the meantime, Jane had calmed down and was staring wide- 
eyed into the forest. She was deathly pale. Her sister rushed up 
behind her. Indiana realized unconsciously that she had armed 
herself with a rock the size of a fist. 

"No," the girl moaned. “Not Malone. It was... awful.” 

Again, Indiana scanned the forest with his eyes, again he saw 
nothing but green and brown of every imaginable shade and 
darkness. But the sense of unreality that had plagued him since 
awakening was still there. It had even gotten stronger. 

Instead of playing hero (which, by the way, would have been 
pointless in a situation like this) and rushing into the undergrowth, 
he walked over to the girl and grabbed her shoulder. "What do you 
mean?" he asked quietly but very urgently. "What do you mean, 
horrible?" 

She was still struggling to keep her composure. Her lips trembled 
and her eyes were dark with fear. She wasn't just reacting hysterically 
for no reason, Indiana realized with a start. Her face was that of a 
person who has encountered abysmal horror. 

"I...don't know," she murmured in a trembling, faltering voice. 

“Tt was... alien.” 

"Alien?" asked Petryk, who had also come over in the meantime 
and obviously hadn't realized what was going on. "Maybe an 
animal?" Jill shook her head violently. "No. It was human. But... he 
was... She searched for an appropriate description and apparently 
found none. "Alien," she finally said again. “But he... he didn't look 
like he wanted to do anything evil.” 

"Excuse me?" Indiana asked. 

Jill - or Jane - shrugged helplessly and tried to smile. "I know it 
sounds silly. 

I screamed, but I was really just... scared. I don't think he meant 
any harm to us.” Indiana looked at her doubtfully for a second before 
turning to the edge of the forest one last time and scanning it 
carefully. He knew the twins well enough now to know that they were 
anything but frail, skittish creatures, despite their appearance. If 
there was anything that had frightened Jane so much, then there had 
been something. 

But something prevented him from going to the edge of the forest 
and looking for tracks. 

"All right,” he said. "It's about time anyway. Let's get on with it." 


Neither Jill nor Jane objected, and Petryk, too, seemed rather 
relieved that the secret of the invisible watcher was not to be solved, 
and hurried back to his box to lock it. They gathered their meager 
belongings, and when they were ready to leave, Zacharias and Killer 
also returned. The boy had apparently heard the scream and ran, for 
he was out of breath when he burst out of the forest. At least that's 
what Indiana assumed when he saw him running. Right up until the 
moment when Zacharias was within a few steps of them and gasped 
out of breath: “Malone! Dr Jones! 

Malone is coming!” 

Indiana spun around. His hand slid under his belt and closed on 
the handle of his whip, and Jill and Jane—both now armed with a 
stone so that they were again indistinguishable—tensed visibly. 
Petryk clutched the box containing his precious machine and 
unobtrusively ducked behind Indiana's back. "They're coming!" 
shouted Zacharias. "They're after me!" 

And they were obviously closer on his heels than he knew, for he 
hadn't even reached Indiana and the others when the edge of the 
woods began to tremble behind him and Malone burst out in a torn, 
singed, dirt-covered pinstriped suit. He was followed by an avalanche 
of similarly ragged figures. A double-barreled shotgun was in 
Malone's hands. He seemed to have a fondness for this weapon. 

Perhaps his fault was that he seemed unaware that Indiana knew 
this. 

Malone stopped and raised his rifle, grinning, and at the same 
moment Indiana executed a hard, fast movement with his right wrist. 
His whip cracked, catching the barrel of Malone's rifle and knocking 
the gun out of his hands. 

For half a second, Malone just stood there, staring at the shotgun 
at his feet in disbelief. Then he looked up and glared at Indiana. His 
gaze mixed reluctant approval, surprise and an ever-increasing 
anger. 

"Not bad, Dr. Jonas" he said. "But I'm afraid that won't do you 
much good." 

He gestured as if to crouch and reach for the rifle, and Indiana 
brandished his whip menacingly. Malone froze, straightened up and 
pointed with a smirk at Wardrobe, who had also stopped walking. 
"Hit me," he said. "But you only have one shot, you know that? You 


can either take me out and Wardrobe will rip your head off, or you 
hit him and I'll make a colander out of your jacket." 

There was something to this argument. But suddenly Indiana 
remembered something Malone had forgotten. The wolfhound raised 
its head, laid its ears back, and began to growl low and menacingly. 
Wardrobe turned a little pale. 

"I'm afraid it looks like a draw again, Malone,” Indiana said. He 
shook his head mockingly. "Aren't you getting tired of this story?" 

Malone's eyes narrowed and flashed lightning. "Not at all," he 
said. 

"Wardrobe!” 

The giant gave Killer an uncertain look, slowly raised his hand, 
put his index and middle fingers in his mouth and let out a piercing 
whistle. 

Nothing happened for a second, but then the bushes behind the 
two crooks began to tremble and a veritable monster of a dog 
stepped out of the undergrowth. 

It was a black retriever, and the largest specimen Indiana had 
ever seen. His shoulder height was that of a Great Dane, and his 
chest was about the width of a pony's. Killer began to growl lower 
and more menacingly and drew back his lips. Unsure, he took a few 
steps towards the huge dog, but then stopped again immediately. 
Against the massive black beast, he looked like a dachshund growling 
at a sheepdog. For his part, the retriever didn't even feel threatened 
and therefore didn't growl back. He just gave Killer an almost bored 
look and stepped on a finger snap from Wardrobe between the two 
men. 

"Well, Dr. Jonas?” Malone grinned. "You still think it's a draw?" 

Indiana's thoughts raced. Jane and Jill held their stones in their 
hands to defend their lives as dearly as possible. Zacharias’ face had 
lost all color. 

His eyes were horrified as he stared at the huge bloodhound. He 
had his bowie knife out and was clutching it so tightly his hands were 
bleeding, but Indiana could tell he was far more scared for his dog 
than he was for his life. He fleetingly assessed his chances of 
knocking out the dog and Malone with a single swipe of his whip. He 
quickly came to the conclusion that this was impossible. 

Suddenly Killer stopped growling. His nose twitched, he began to 
sniff and took another step, then stopped again and cocked his head. 


And the retriever's gaze suddenly didn't look quite as bored as it did 
a second ago. 

"So what's up, Jonas?” Malone asked impatiently. “will you give 
that thing out voluntarily, or do we really have to get 
uncomfortable?” 

Indiana paid no attention to him but watched the two dogs in 
growing amazement. Killer sniffed with increasing interest. He had 
pricked his ears again and was no longer baring his teeth. Instead, he 
began to wag his tail very gently. But the Black Retriever was also 
becoming more and more restless. Suddenly, the huge dog let out a 
yelp that clearly sounded pleased, leapt forward, and pounced on 
Killer. 

"Killers!" Zacharias shrieked, his voice cracking. With a shriek, he 
raised his knife and lunged to help his beloved dog, but Indiana 
grabbed him at the last moment, jerked him back, and wrested the 
knife from him in one swift movement. 

"Don't worry," he said. "So, you don't hurt yourself." 

In fact, the two dogs were rolling on the ground right in front of 
his feet at that moment - but it wasn't a fight of life and death, but 
rather the opposite. 

The two huge animals simply scuffled around happily for a 
moment like little children, then the retriever jumped up, was at the 
edge of the forest with two or three mighty leaps and stayed there for 
a moment. Expectantly he looked back at Killer and then 
disappeared into the bushes. The wolfhound followed him, tail 
wagging and barking happily. 

Malone's eyes bulged in disbelief. He stood there, mouth agape, 
while Wardrobe just gaped at the edge of the woods where the two 
dogs had disappeared. He obviously didn't understand anything at 
all anymore. 

"What..." Malone gasped. "What..." He suddenly spun around, 
grabbed Wardrobe by the collar with both hands, and shook him so 
hard the giant almost fell to his knees. "What on earth did you let 
that fool do to you?" he yelled. 

Wardrobe squirmed under Malone's grip but didn't dare to force 
his boss away. “But he... he only had two,” he defended himself. 

"And which one did you take, you idiot!" Malone yelled. "Not the 
bitch?!” 


Obviously tired of the manhandling, Wardrobe pushed his boss 
five feet away without any apparent effort. "I can't stand dogs!" he 
answered defiantly. "They stink. Besides, that one was bigger.” 

Malone's face lost the last bit of color as well, while Indiana 
considered for a moment whether to laugh or cry. 

"Why didn't you ask me first, Malone?" he asked gently. "I could 
have told you Killer was a male." 

Malone ignored him. He stood there for a full five seconds, just 
staring at Wardrobe in disbelief, then howled as if a red-hot dagger 
had been stuck between his ribs, lifted his left leg and hopped around 
on one foot for a moment to remove the shoe to pull the other. "You 
idiot!" he yelled. “You stupid, stupid, completely screwed up, stupid, 
brainless idiot! You let yourself be peddled into a bitch in heat!" 

"But... but, I thought it didn't matter!" Wardrobe defended. 

"You thought!" howled Malone. He jumped over to Wardrobe and 
started hitting him with the shoe, "Do you know what types of 
situations end with that: I - thought - thought - you fool? With 
catastrophies, basically!" He punctuated each word with a slash, and 
Wardrobe hastily hunched his head between his shoulders and raised 
both arms protectively in front of his face. 

He backed away step by step while Malone hit him again and 
again, yelling more and more hysterically, "You stupid moron: those 
two are probably making a dozen more mutts to set on us! You're still 
too stupid to -" 

Wardrobe had finally had enough. With a groan of fear, he spun 
around and disappeared into the undergrowth. He was followed by 
Malone, who hobbled behind him on one shoe and a bare left foot, 
continuing to hit him with the other shoe. The two disappeared from 
Indiana's gaze after a few seconds, but he could still hear Malone's 
hysterical shrieks for a long time. 

He leisurely walked to the edge of the woods, picked up the 
shotgun Malone had dropped, and snapped the barrels open. He was 
pleased that the gun was loaded. They only had two bullets, but that 
was better than nothing. 

"Aren't you going to follow them?" asked Jill-or Jane. 

Indiana glanced in the direction Wardrobe and Malone had gone, 
then shook his head. He asked if she would. She didn't answer that. 
But suddenly she laughed too. 


Half an hour later they left their roost heading north, or at least a 
direction that Indiana assumed was heading north. He wasn't sure. 
With the sun as a guide in the sky, it wasn't very difficult to tell which 
way to go, but Indiana still felt strangely disoriented. Of course he 
knew where north was as soon as he looked up and checked the 
position of the sun, just as he had checked the constellations the 
night before; but it seemed as if all he had to do was look away to 
forget it on the spot, absurd as that thought seemed to himself. 

A few times they went pretty far off course, until Indiana got into 
the habit of stopping and reorienting every few steps. 

After all, they were moving roughly in a northerly direction, 
which meant that sooner or later they were bound to meet the river, 
which flowed here almost exactly in an east-west direction. 

In fact, they made good time, so that they must have covered 
several miles before they stopped for the first time. Zacharias had 
collected some berries and edible mushrooms, which he was now 
distributing. They ate listlessly and in silence in a tense, almost 
fearful atmosphere. Apparently, Indiana wasn't the only one 
tormented by this unreal feeling since waking up. 

Though none of the others had said a word about it, he didn't 
miss the nervous little looks Jill and Jane kept throwing toward the 
woods. Petryk had opened his box and was fumbling with his device 
again, but he too seemed unfocused and nervous. He didn't actually 
try to fix the device, which he probably couldn't do in the middle of 
nowhere and without the right tools, just busy his hands. 

The only ones who didn't seem to feel any of the eerie atmosphere 
were the dogs— both dogs. Malone and Wardrobe hadn't reappeared, 
but Killer had returned after a short time, bringing with him the 
retriever who had gone on to join the group. Zacharias, of course, 
had immediately made friends with the dog, and the animal seemed 
to like the boy too, allowing Zach to climb onto its back and ride it a 
short distance without protest. 

"If only we knew what time it is,” Jill said as they set off after 
their brief rest. Indiana looked up. The sun shone through a gap in 
the thick forest canopy, blinding him. "Ten," he guessed, "maybe 
eleven.” He turned to Petryk. "Have you a watch, Shlomo?" 


Petryk closed his box without even looking up at Indiana. "It's 
broken," he explained. "It's been over a year. I've always wanted to 
get it repaired, but never got around to it. You know how it is.” 

Indiana exchanged a startled look with Jill and her sister and 
then with Jane and her sister. At the same moment Zechariah said: 

"Someone is coming!" 

Indiana sat up in alarm. The two dogs had stopped frolicking and 
were staring intently in the same direction that Zach was pointing 
with an outstretched hand. Indiana's hand slipped under his jacket 
and felt for the handle of the whip while one of the girls raised the 
captured shotgun and cocked one of the two barrels. 

"Malone?" She asked. 

Indiana shrugged. He actually didn't believe it. The face Jill saw 
at the edge of the woods wasn't Malone's. 

He got up, gestured for her to stay behind and watch out for the 
others, and crept quietly a few steps into the forest. He too heard 
something now. Steps. 

someone came. Someone who didn't try very hard to be quiet. 

He saw a shadow, which moments later was joined by a second, 
and then two truly remarkable figures emerged from the bushes. 

They were Indians, but that was about all Indiana could tell for 
sure. One of them was very tall, but so spindly thin that it might snap 
in two at the first gust of wind. The other was about Indiana's build. 
His face was just as unrecognizable as that of his companion, 
because both had decorated themselves with brown and green stripes 
of paint that made their faces and their bare chests and arms almost 
invisible here in the forest. Both were dressed with wide suede 
trousers and moccasins. Were it not for the modern Winchester rifles 
slung over their shoulders - one even had a telescopic sight - they 
might as well have come from an Indian tribe like the ones that lived 
here in the days of Christopher Columbus. The two boys obviously 
didn't belong to Malone's gang. But somehow, Indiana thought, they 
would have fit in. 

He took a step towards the two Indians, switched the whip from 
his right hand to his left and raised an arm in greeting. The two 
stopped and returned his greeting. However, they said nothing, and 
only their eyes in the darkly made-up faces followed his every 
movement attentively. 


"Hello," Indiana said. "How nice to finally meet someone in this 
godforsaken place." 

No Answer. The dark eyes in the brightly painted faces glittered 
suspiciously, and their posture betrayed tension but no intent. 

"Do you understand what I'm saying?" 

But the two of them remained silent, and it was impossible to see 
any reaction on their faces. 

Jill and Jane stepped to either side of him. "What are these 
fellows?" 

whispered one, and her sister added just as softly: "They look 
really scary!" 

"Do you think that was the alien face you saw?" Indiana asked. 
He continued to stare at the two Indians so that he could not tell 
which of the two sisters answered. 

"No." 

"But they still look scary." 

"I know," Indiana said. "But I still don't think they're dangerous." 
He pointed to the modern rifles the two of them had. "See the guns? 
I'm guessing those two have been poaching a bit around here." 

"Poacher?" The girl sounded alarmed. "You mean they're 
dangerous?" 

"Hardly". Indiana made a reassuring gesture. “Hunting in this 
area isn't strictly legal, but it's not specifically forbidden either. But I 
have another idea. Maybe we can hire those two as guides. I'm sure 
they know these woods well.” 

She said nothing, but she didn't seem enthusiastic either. She 
held the shotgun loosely in the crook of her left arm, but in a way 
that showed Indy she knew how to use the weapon. "Maybe... they 
could take us to the river," she said. 

"Surely we could, Miss Jane," said the smaller of the two Native 
Americans "If we agree on the price." 

Indiana blinked in surprise. "So you understand our language 
after all." 

"Of course we can," said the second Indian. "My brother and I 
have been watching you for a while, Dr. Jones. You really need a 
guide.” 

Which will have a noticeable effect on the price, thought Indiana. 
Aloud he said: "Oh? What makes you think so? And how do you even 
know our names?” 


"You weren't very quiet,” the Indian replied. "We've overheard 
your conversations, and ever since we've been doing this we've been 
coming up with the same question without finding an answer.” 

"And?" Indiana asked. "And what would that be?" 

"You're going north, aren't you?" asked the Indian. 

"To the river.” Indiana nodded. 

"But if you want to go north," continued the Indian, puzzled, 
"then why do you go west?" 
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Even after almost a week, Indiana still hadn't come up with a 
convincing explanation for the strange disorientation that had 
affected not only him but all members of the small group. After 
Ezekiel and Jeremiah - as the two Indian leaders called themselves - 
had joined them, Indiana gradually realized that they had not only 
lost their way but had literally gone in circles; the spot where they 
had met the two Indians was scarcely two miles removed from the 
tree where their balloon was stranded. They had seen no more 
tracks, either of Malone and his gang, or of one-legged long jumpers 
appearing out of nowhere. The only thing that remained was the 
uncanny feeling of being watched from the shadows. He had talked 
about it with Ezekiel, but only got a blank look. 

On the other hand, the two Navajo proved to be all the more 
reliable scouts. 

First on foot, later with a small raft across the Colorado river and 
last - and longer - stretch on horseback (Indiana prudently did not 
ask where the Indians got the animals from) they reliably led them 
through Colorado to the state line of Utah, from there it was only a 


two days' ride to Job and thus to the farm of Zechariah's parents. 
They had agreed to avoid all major settlements and even small 
towns, so as not to put any pursuers back on their trail. The brothers 
had found what they needed to survive in the wilderness. They, 
above all, had accepted this suggestion with delight. 

Indiana had allowed Jill and Jane to speak on the phone, 
however, so they could tell their balloon club friends that they were 
okay. However, they should not reveal their exact whereabouts. The 
last thing they needed right now was a full-scale search for the 
missing balloon and its crew. 

They had set up camp in the middle of the wilderness again that 
evening, perhaps for the last time together with the two Navajo. 
Depending on how well they would make progress the following day, 
they wanted to cover the last part of the way alone. Ezekiel and 
Jeremiah urged them to let them go back and continue their "hunt," 
even though Indiana had more than compensated them handsomely 
for the lost loot. But as far as business acumen was concerned, they 
could easily keep up with any white man. 

Although it wasn't very late, the camp was already quiet. None of 
them slept, but the stillness and loneliness of the landscape seemed 
to have taken hold of the members of the small group as well: Petryk, 
as usual, squatted in front of his box and worked on his machine. 
Zacharias played with the dogs while Jill - or Jane? — stood and 
talked with Jeremias at the edge of the forest. The two girls quickly 
got over their initial distrust of the two Indians and even became 
friends with them a little. When Indiana saw the two shadows 
against the velvety blue of the night sky, he felt a quick, deep pang. 
No jealousy—Jill and Jane were very nice, but that was all, and the 
time they'd spent together had been enough for Indiana to find out 
they didn't feel any more for him either. It was also deeply confusing 
never knowing who you were talking to. Still, at that moment he felt 
terribly alone and somehow left out. 

The loneliness of the hero, he thought melancholically - and at the 
same time had to smile to himself. He wasn't a hero; he had never 
felt like one, and he had never been one, just a man who did what he 
had to do in certain situations. 

He realized that he was well on the way to talking himself into 
melancholy. 


So, he brushed the thought away and went back to the fire, where 
Jane - or Jill? — sat. She had a blanket embroidered with colorful 
Native American designs around her shoulders and both hands 
wrapped around a mug of hot tea, which she sipped from time to 
time. When she heard Indiana's footsteps, she looked up and smiled 
at him. But she didn't say anything, and neither did Indiana as he sat 
down cross-legged on the other side of the fire. 

For a while all that could be heard was the crackle of the flames 
and the occasional cracking of one of the glowing branches. Suddenly 
the girl asked: 

"Concerned, Dr. Jones?" 

Indiana was a little confused, and he felt a little embarrassed too. 
"Not really,” he finally said. "Why?" 

She shrugged her shoulders. “I just had a feeling. Since our crash, 
you've kind of... become quieter.” 

"That's deceptive," Indy asserted. But at the same moment he saw 
for himself how unconvincing this claim was. He had become calmer 
- or more nervous? The events of the first night after their emergency 
landing would not let him go. He had no proof of it, in fact he 
couldn't even give a logical reason - but he just knew that what had 
happened to Petryk's device meant something. It hadn't just been 
some strange light phenomena, no. And he hadn't imagined the trail 
at the source either; no more than Jane's face in the forest. 

Finally, he forced a smile that was as miserable as his words. "I'm 
not sure we're really rid of Malone and his gang," he said. “You know 
— sometimes I have a feeling that someone is following us.” 

While that wasn't quite the truth, it was close enough not to 
sound like an outright lie. 

Jill looked at him over the rim of her mug for a breath, almost 
startled. Then she set down the drinking vessel and shook her head 
gently but firmly. "I don't think so." 

"How so?" 

“If anyone were following us, Jeremiah and Ezekiel would 
notice,” she said confidently. "And if not they, then the dogs." 

Her words sounded so obvious that Indiana wondered for a 
moment why he hadn't thought of it himself. But actually he already 
knew the answer to this question: simply because it wasn't like that. 
Something was going on here. 

Something spooky, something not necessarily dangerous, but big. 


He heard footsteps and saw a large shadow approaching the fire 
as he turned his head. Ezekiel. The Navajo had removed his war 
paint and was wearing normal clothing. If he hadn't been so terribly 
tall and thin, he wouldn't have stood out in any crowd. He nodded to 
Indiana and the girl and sat down silently by the fire. 

"You should sleep, Dr. Jones,” he said after a while. "Tomorrow 
will be very tiring. We will come into difficult terrain.” 

"I know," Indiana replied. "I grew up in Utah." 

"Dr Jones is afraid someone might come after us," the girl said. 
Her voice was free of mockery, but Indiana heard no concern in it 
either. 

Ezekiel looked at him intently for a few seconds before shaking 
his head. 

"Nobody's following us," he said. "My brother and I would have 
noticed." 

"I told him that, too," she said. "But Dr. Jones is a very careful 
man. Maybe even a little overcautious.” She stood up. "I think it 
really is time to go to bed. I'll get my sister. Good night.” “Good 
night, Jill,” Indiana said. 

She smiled and turned and left, and Ezekiel said, "This is Jane." 
He pointed to one of the two shadows at the edge of the forest. "Jill is 
there." 

Indiana sighed silently. Basically, he thought, he should, at least 
once in a while, get the right name by the rules of probability alone. 
Unless ... 

Then something struck him. He looked at Ezekiel in amazement. 
"You can tell the two apart?" 

"Of course," the Navajo replied. 

"But... they look alike like peas in a pod." 

"To us Indians, all whites look alike," said Ezekiel gravely. "We've 
had to learn to distinguish them anyway." 

Indiana stared at him. Ezekiel's face remained motionless and the 
expression on it unreadable. Indiana couldn't tell if the Navajo's 
words were meant in earnest or if Ezekiel was kidding him. He 
therefore decided to simply change the subject. 

"You're leaving us tomorrow?" 

Ezekiel nodded. “We have to get back to our families. But the rest 
of the way is very easy. Not easy, but easy to find.” Even you won't be 


able to get lost, he didn't say aloud anymore, but Indiana still heard 
it very clearly. 

Ezekiel and Jeremiah had sneered more than once in the past few 
days at how far they had all come thanks to Indiana's years of 
Scouting experience. 

And Indiana had soon given up trying to resist their good-natured 
taunts. 

Any attempt at defense only made matters worse anyway. 

"Yes," he said after a while, realizing that Ezekiel was not going to 
continue on his own, but was waiting for an answer. “I certainly 
thank you and your brother for getting us this far. I'm not sure we 
could have done it without your help." "You paid us to do it, Dr. 
Jones,” replied Ezekiel. 

Indiana wanted to make a dismissive gesture, but in the last 
moment he realized how wrong that would be. Above all, Ezekiel was 
a Navajo, and as such a member of a very proud people. His 
emphasizing the fact that he and his brother had been paid very well 
for their services was more than idle talk. He didn't want Indiana to 
feel guilty about it; a feeling from which some mutual obligation 
might otherwise arise sooner or later. 

So Indiana just nodded and acknowledged. “I paid you. And not 
bad. 

Especially," he added, smiling faintly at Ezekiel, "considering that 
the horses you brought us have half a dozen different brands on 
them. I suppose it's better we don't ride those beasts back to 
Colorado?" 

Ezekiel returned his implied smile. "Possibly. I -" 

He broke off. Though his posture didn't change a bit, Indiana 
suddenly thought he felt the Indian tense. He, too, straightened up 
and stared for a moment in the direction Ezekiel was looking. He 
didn't see anything out of the ordinary at all, but after the 
experiences of the past few days, that probably didn't mean anything. 

"What's the matter?” he asked. "What do you hear?" 

He hadn't really expected an answer. But Ezekiel responded. In 
one fluid motion he stood up, slung the rifle from his shoulder, and 
cocked the safety, putting his hand over the safety catch so that the 
metallic snap was almost completely muffled. "Perhaps you were not 
mistaken, Dr. Jones,” he said. 


Indiana got up too. As concentrated as he could he searched the 
edge of the forest but saw absolutely nothing out of the ordinary. 

"Stay here with the women, Dr. Jones,” said Ezekiel suddenly. 
"T'll check with my brother." 

Indiana didn't disagree. Ezekiel's words had not been advice, but 
a command. And while Indiana normally had a strong reluctance to 
obey orders, in moments like this he had developed the habit not to 
waste time arguing unnecessarily, but to accept decisions—especially 
when they came from someone who simply knew better than he did 
what to do. 

With a few quick steps he went to the tent into which Jill and 
Jane had just retired. The two young women were still awake; the 
reddish light of a kerosene lamp shimmered through the woven 
fabric and he heard their muffled voices. But he refrained from 
calling. There was little point in worrying them as long as no one 
knew if there was really anything out there. And if - whatever it was, 
Indiana was pretty sure Jeremiah and Ezekiel would handle it better 
than he could. 

The events of that night in the mountains seemed to have 
shattered his confidence more than he was willing to admit. Perhaps 
it was that thought that finally made him leave camp and follow the 
two Navajo; more precisely, the defiance rising in him. With a quick 
glance he made sure that Zacharias and the two dogs were asleep 
snuggled together (strange, he thought, that even the dogs hadn't 
barked, since they had far more sensitive senses than even the two 
Indians) and Petryk still tinkered with his machine without being 
able to do more than helplessly twiddle with the various knobs and 
controls. Then he followed the Navajo. At least he tried. But although 
Ezekiel and Jeremiah were only moments ahead, and the night was 
so still that he should have heard their footsteps , no matter how 
hard he tried to be quiet, he did not find them. 

He couldn't find his way back either. 

Something strange happened: he had scarcely penetrated a few 
steps into the light undergrowth when he had the feeling that the 
darkness was closing over him like a wave. It wasn't just the absence 
of light; for a very brief but intense moment he had a sensation as if 
the blackness was wiping out everything else around him, as if it 
wasn't just emptiness but the presence of something physical that he 
just couldn't perceive because he just didn't have the senses for that. 


Stunned, he stopped, widened his eyes, and looked around. The 
forest was very dark and he could only see a few feet away, but it was 
still a normal forest. Was he beginning to hallucinate? 

He tried to shake off the utterly absurd fear rising in him, but he 
couldn't really do it. Like that morning in the woods, he had a mad 
sense of unreality that defied any attempt to reason with it, or, at 
worst, to ignore it. What on earth...? 

A twig snapped somewhere behind him. The sound was so faint 
that Indiana would normally not have heard it if all his senses had 
not been on the utmost alert at that moment. As it was, his ears rang 
like a pistol shot, and he spun around, raising the captured shotgun 
that he had been holding loosely in his left hand. In the other he held 
the whip, although it would do him little good here in the forest. 

The cracking repeated; once, twice - not very loud, but too regular 
to be of natural origin. And a moment later Indiana saw a shadow. 

Something told him it wasn't Ezekiel or Jeremiah. He could only 
see the figure as an outline, its contours half absorbed by the 
shadows of the trees and bushes. And yet even that shadow was so 
alien and bizarre that Indiana couldn't help but shudder. Suddenly 
he knew what Jane had meant when she called the face in the forest 
alien. 

Fighting back his fear with an effort, he stared at the shadow 
spellbound for a moment longer, and then crept off as carefully as he 
could. 

He silently approached the figure in the forest, stopped again and 
looked up at the sky. The forest was very dense at this point, but — 
was it really just a coincidence? - the shadow stood in a small 
clearing, bathed in silver brightness by the stars and the half- 
rounded disc of the moon. And as if to present himself to Indiana, he 
made a movement at that moment and stepped out completely into 
an unreal appearance. 

Indiana froze. The man ( man! Indiana wasn't even sure it was 
human!) was very tall, taller than Ezekiel, and broad-shouldered 
enough to have matched Wardrobe. But he seemed oddly misshapen. 
The expansive shoulders were followed by a body that became much 
slimmer around the hips and ended in a pair of apparently normal, if 
stout, legs, the feet clad in simple wooden sandals. But the scariest 
part was the head; a massive, angular, feathered skull with an 


oversized maw flashing hand-length curved fangs, fist-sized eyes 
glowing red, and pointed bat ears from which grew tufts of wiry hair. 

Indiana had never seen anything more terrifying in his life. 

But then the figure moved and took another step in his direction, 
and with that step the nightmarish beast became an intricately 
carved wooden mask mounted on a pair of wooden, expansive 
shoulders. The dentures, the eyes, and the bat ears were just as 
wrong as the protruding chest, and they, like the gigantic crown of 
feathers on this uncanny head, belonged to a kind of ceremonial 
mask that the stranger had put on. In his left hand he carried a short 
bow and three or four arrows, and in his right hand he held a brightly 
painted wooden rattle to which small feathers and colored glass 
beads were attached. 


Indiana secretly breathed a sigh of relief and smiled at his own 
jumpiness. But he allowed the sinister figure to take a step closer, 
then with one quick movement he stepped out of the bushes and 
leveled the shotgun menacingly at him. 

"Don't move!" he said. 

The figure spun around. The huge painted eyes focused on 
Indiana, and for an endless, horrible second, he had the horrible 
feeling that they were alive. 

Even if this feeling was against all logic. A hand came up and 
pointed the rattle like a gun at Indiana. 

He raised the barrel of the rifle a little higher so that it was now 
pointing directly at the wooden face of his opponent. Even if the man 
didn't understand what he was saying, the meaning of the gesture 
must be clear to him. 

But either his own life wasn't worth anything to him - or he had 
never seen a gun before. Instead of raising his hands obediently or, 
Indiana had expected, trying to somehow snatch the gun from him, 
he simply lunged at him, arms raised, ignoring the gun. 

Indiana staggered back from the impact and suddenly had his 
hands full not pulling the trigger and blowing the ceremonial mask 
off the guy's shoulders, complete with the head underneath. At the 
last moment he raised the rifle as the shot went off. The gun 
discharged with a dull thud. Indiana and the stranger tumbled back 


in opposite directions at the same time. Indiana hit a tree and 
dropped the rifle, and the masked man dropped to one knee, arms 
flailing helplessly. A trail of smoke was visible in the right half of the 
ceremonial mask where the buckshot had grazed it. He looked up at 
Indiana, motionless and clearly shocked. 

But his surprise passed as quickly as it came. Suddenly he sprang 
to his feet and spun around with an agility Indiana would never have 
credited in a man in his clumsy disguise. 

Still, he wasn't fast enough. Indiana's whip lashed out at his leg, 
wrapped around his right ankle, and jerked him off balance with a 
violent jerk. A surprised yell escaped from beneath the wooden mask 
as the figure fell sprawled on the floor, dropping bow and arrow and 
the rattle. 

Indiana stooped to pick up his rifle and at the same time, with 
one skillful movement, untied the whip from the masked man's leg. 
The man looked at him in confusion for a second, then sprang to his 
feet, Indiana's whip twitching again in his hand. This time the leather 
cord lassoed around the man's torso, tying his arms to his waist. At 
the same time, he raised the rifle and aimed it at the stranger again. 

Whoever the man was, he seemed quick-witted. He stopped 
struggling against the binding and went still. The dark eyes behind 
the carved mask's mouth fixed intently on the barrel of the shotgun. 

"Very good," said Indiana. "I don't know if you understand me, 
my friend, but the two of us are going to go for a little walk now." He 
waved the rifle suggestively and at the same time jerked the handle 
of the whip, short and hard. The masked man twisted again, causing 
the whip to wrap even more around his body. Indiana poked him 
roughly in the back with the barrel of the gun, careful not to let his 
finger even come close to the trigger of the still-loaded right barrel. 
This gesture didn't seem to need any further explanation either, 
because the man stumbled but obediently started to move. 

There was a great commotion in the camp when Indiana returned 
with his prisoner. The shot could be heard clearly. Killer and the 
retriever barked toward him, followed by a small figure in an 
oversized jacket, and Jill and Jane were black shadows against the 
fire. Jeremiah and Ezekiel came running from the other side of the 
clearing. The barrels of their guns flashed in the moonlight. Only 
Petryk was still sitting in front of his box and didn't seem to have 
noticed what had happened. 


Suddenly the dogs stopped. Killer growled. The retriever stared 
intently at the masked man for a moment — and then turned to flee, 
howling, tail tucked. A second later, Killer followed her in the same 
manner. 

Zechariah also stopped when he was close enough to see the 
figure in front of Indiana. His eyes went round with astonishment. 
"Man!" he said appreciatively. "Is that a weird thing!" 

Indiana gave a fleeting smile but nodded his head in warning 
anyway. 

"Look out, Zach! The guy is dangerous. Don't get too close to 
him!’ 

Zacharias hastily took a few steps to the side, but never took his 
eyes off the masked man as he and Indiana walked past him. The 
stranger's steps slowed as they neared the fire, and Indiana jabbed 
him again with the barrel of the gun. 

He and his captive reached the tents at the same instant as 
Jeremiah and Ezekiel. 

Ezekiel stopped mid-step; so abruptly that dust and small stones 
kicked up under his feet and he nearly fell over. Despite the 
darkness, Indiana could see every bit of color draining from his face. 
Jeremiah, too, recoiled as if he had run into an invisible obstacle, 
dropped his rifle, and let out a gasping, strange cry. 

"Hey!" Indiana said, startled. “What's the matter with you guys?” 
He remembered how much the sight of the eerie figure had 
frightened him in the very first moment and hastily added, “Don't 
worry! It's just a mask!" 

Jeremiah stumbled backwards away from the stranger. "Kachina 
man!" he gasped, "Kachina man!" 

bulging eyes. "Kachina man!" 

"What?" Indiana asked. Suddenly he yelled, "Look out! The fire!” 

But it was too late. Jeremiah stumbled backing into the flames, 
cried out in pain, and was finally thrown off balance by the hasty 
movement. With a shriek and arms flailing helplessly, he fell 
backwards into the fire. 

Flames, burning splinters of wood and sparks flew up. Jane and 
Jill both cried out in unison, and Jeremiah leapt out of the fire like a 
steel spring, smacking his smoking pants and crashing into Petryk, 
who was still kneeling in front of his box and looking up in irritation. 
It all happened in a second and so fast that Indiana didn't even have 


time to startle, let alone do anything. And it wasn't over yet. On the 
contrary. 

The worst was yet to come. 

Petryk fell forward with a scream and fell headfirst into his box. 

Automatically he tried to break his fall with his hands, and 
somehow, he got to some button or switch on his apparatus, because 
suddenly there was a thumping bang from the box, a sound like the 
rupturing of a tightly stretched steel spring, and it was followed by a 
bright blue flash of light and an eerie hissing. Petryk screamed and 
threw himself back. His hands burned. Small blue and green and 
turquoise flames skipped over his arms and shoulders and suddenly 
every hair on his head stood up. Tiny blue-white sparks flickered 
from his eyes as he fell backwards to the ground. His hands, which 
he repeatedly clapped against his body to douse the flames, were also 
engulfed in flames. 

Indiana let his prisoner go and rushed to help Petryk, but he did 
not reach him. The first glaring flood of light from the box was 
followed by a second, even more intense light. The air suddenly 
smelled like lightning, and something invisible and hot hit Indiana, 
throwing him to the ground. He lay on his back, panting, trying in 
vain not to scream out in pain and fear. 

The eerie blue glow intensified. The wooden box suddenly 
became transparent, like an X-ray, and there was an eerie crackling 
and hissing sound like Indiana had never heard in his life. The light 
of the moon and stars went out. An eerie green glow that seemed to 
come out of nowhere overlaid everything, sending blue St. Elmo's fire 
flashing over Indiana's and the bodies of the others. Lightning 
flashed incessantly at breakneck speed, and the eerie hissing 
escalated to a howling and roaring, as if someone had punched a hole 
in reality through which the air was escaping. The ground trembled. 

It was over in a second. The silence that followed was so sudden 
that it hit Indiana like a blow, almost as violent and deafening as the 
noise, the light, and the heat. He just lay there for a few seconds, so 
dazed and confused he couldn't think straight. He was still alive, that 
was all he knew, and he wasn't even sure of that. What on earth-! 

"Schlomo!" Indiana leaped to his feet and crawled over to Petryk 
on his hands and knees, looking down at him in horror. His heart 
seemed to miss a beat or two in terror before pounding on at three 
times the rate. 


At first, he thought Petryk was dead. 

In the second he almost hoped so. 

Petryk was a terrifying sight. 

His body was charred almost beyond recognition. His hands were 
curled into claws, and as far as could be seen on his face was an 
expression of indescribable pain. Thin plumes of smoke rose from 
his clothes and skin. 

And then he opened his eyes and let out a rattling moan. 

Indiana was dizzy with terror. Petryk was alive! He must be 
insane with the pain, and he certainly had no chance of surviving 
even the next ten minutes, but he was alive. Despite the horrendous 
injuries he sustained! 

Shaking and uncertain, he reached out, hesitated, overcame his 
reluctance, and touched Petryk's burned face. It was an awful feeling, 
hot and sticky, like touching half-melted tar. It took all of Indiana's 
strength not to withdraw his hand in disgust. 

Petryk lifted his lids and looked at Indiana with bleary eyes. His 
lips moved, but he managed only a whispered breath. He's dying, 
Indiana thought, horrified. He hastily leaned forward and brought 
his ear very close to the dying man's lips. 

",.. schine?" he understood. 

"I...don't know what you mean, Schlomo!" Indiana said. He felt 
helpless. He was so desperate it was almost physically painful. 

Petryk visibly gathered strength to speak again. With an almost 
unimaginable effort, he reached up and touched Indiana's fingers. 
Where his skin brushed Indiana, it left a greasy black trail. 

"What about... my machine?” asked Petryk. 

Indiana stared at him in disbelief. "What?" he gasped. 

"My device," repeated Petryk. His voice suddenly sounded 
stronger; probably the last gasp before the end. “Is it... whole?” 

Indiana pretended to look into the box. "Sure, Shlomo,” he said. 
He forced a smile. "It's perfectly fine. Don't worry." 

"That's all right then," said Petryk, sitting up and rubbing his face 
with both hands. His fingers left light streaks across his cheeks and 
forehead. 

Indiana's eyes widened in disbelief and stared at him. 

Petryk did the same, but he stared at his fingers. He turned his 
hands around a few times in confusion, then grimaced in disgust. 
"What is this disgusting mess?" 


Indiana continued to stare at him in amazement, then hesitantly 
he reached out and touched Petryk's cheek, examining his fingertips. 
They were black. 

Schlomo's cheek, on the other hand, was no longer where he had 
touched it. 

Gradually it dawned on him. 

Petryk was not fatally injured. He didn't appear to be hurt at all. 
What Indiana had taken for signs of grisly burns was a thin, sticky 
layer of soot covering his skin and clothes. 

"Are you... all right?" he asked hesitantly. 

Petryk nodded and started wiping his hands on the grass. Indiana 
had seen that his hands had burned - but his skin wasn't even red! 

He got up and looked around. Zacharias was squatting on the 
grass between the two dogs a good dozen yards away; dazed but 
apparently unharmed. Jill, maybe Jane too, was standing by her tent 
talking soothingly to her sister, who seemed to have injured her hand 
because she was clutching it hard in the abdomen. There was no sign 
of the Navajo Indians, or his prisoner... 

Indiana had automatically assumed that the stranger had taken 
advantage of the chaos to escape. But he was right where Indiana had 
left him. He had fallen and lay completely still on the ground, still 
bound by the whip cord that had wrapped a half-wrap around his 
torso. As still as he lay, Indiana thought, he must have passed out or 
been badly injured. 

He rushed over, reached out for the wooden mask - and jumped 
as the mask rolled aside, unsteady. 

There was no head underneath. 

Just as there was no body under the clothes. 

The colorfully embroidered poncho was empty. The whip Indiana 
had used to tie the stranger lay there unaltered, a noose no one could 
have slipped out of without undoing it. And yet the stranger was no 
longer there. 

It was, Indiana thought, like he'd vanished into thin air... 


The two Navajo left within the hour. They saw nothing at all of 


Jeremiah except for a smoking moccasin lying half a meter from the 
fire. Ezekiel returned to them once more, but only to fetch horses 


and some hastily gathered food for himself and Jeremiah and 
disappeared again so quickly that there was only the word "flight" for 
it. He didn't even take the time to collect the remainder of the agreed 
upon wages Indiana wanted to give him. 

All of a sudden, he didn't even seem to be able to speak English 
anymore, for he didn't answer any of Indiana's questions, just looked 
around with wild, almost mad eyes while he bridled his horse with 
flying fingers and haphazardly stuffed some provisions into the 
saddlebags. 

The only direction he was deliberately not looking was where the 
clothes and mask of the missing prisoner lay. 

Indiana didn't even try to hold him back. He knew that crazy 
flickering in Ezekiel's gaze. It was obvious that the Navajo was on the 
verge of going insane with fear. There was absolutely no point in 
trying to talk to him. 

"Why didn't you hold him back?" asked one of the sisters when 
Ezekiel, bent low over his horse's neck, with the second animal by the 
bridle, had disappeared at a gallop into the forest. 

"How? By force?” Indiana shook his head. “That would be utterly 
pointless. 

And besides, we wouldn't hear a word from him anyway." 

"He's half mad with fear." She sighed. "It was obvious. And to be 
honest, I don't feel much better either. I almost wish I could trade 
places with him. 

What on earth was that?” 

Indiana shrugged. He looked over at Petryk with a thoughtful 
expression on his face. "I'm beginning to wonder what kind of 
infernal machine he really has in his box," he murmured. But at the 
same time, he felt that that wasn't quite right. What had happened 
here was only indirectly related to Petryk's device. It wasn't the cause 
of these weird, frightening things. At least not alone. 

"T don't think he really knows himself," said the girl. 

Indiana looked at it questioningly. Jane - or Jill - continued to 
gesture in Petryk's direction, but noticeably quieter. "I've been 
watching him closely since that first incident, Dr. Jones. He fiddles 
with his device almost non-stop. But he got more and more nervous. 
And I would be very much mistaken if he isn't afraid of something." 

Fear? thought Indiana. But of what? "And there's something 
else," she continued. "It seems to me that the further west we go, the 


stronger this eerie effect is." 

"Possibly," Indiana answered monosyllabically. He couldn't have 
said why that was so himself, but he was becoming increasingly 
uncomfortable talking about the subject. 

"Before it happened the first time, my sister saw this face in the 
forest," she continued. She seemed to be beginning to like her own 
idea. "And today you caught this creepy fellow. What a coincidence!" 

Indiana did her a favor and said, "Maybe not." 

"Just maybe not?" 

"Unfortunately, we'll probably never know," Indiana said. "He is 
gone." 

"Yes, he's gone," she confirmed. "Too bad he escaped. But in all 
the confusion, if I were you, I probably wouldn't have paid any more 
attention to him." 

Indiana bit his tongue at the last moment. None of the others had 
noticed how eerily the stranger had disappeared. There was little 
point in turning the fear that gripped them all into an outright panic. 

"I'd like to know why the Indians were so afraid of him," Jill said. 
"What was that word they called out?" 

"Kachina man." 

"Do you know what it means?" 

"Basically," Indiana replied. He glanced at the empty poncho and 
brightly painted wooden mask with a quick, nervous look. "Though 
I'm... not quite sure anymore." 

"How so?" 

Indiana gestured helplessly. "Because you shouldn't be afraid of a 
kachina man," he replied. "On the contrary." The girl looked at him 
questioningly. 

"It doesn't really make much sense anyway," Indiana said with 
growing confusion. “I'm not an Indian specialist, but kachinas are... 
well, rather good spirits. They often appear at ceremonies, and in a 
wide variety of disguises. Like...” He smiled fleetingly. "... a Santa 
Claus for children.” 

She shuddered and looked at the poncho and the huge, terrifying 
wooden mask. "He didn't look like a good spirit, though," she said. 

Indy nodded. "Besides, the Navajo don't really have anything to 
do with the kachina," he said. 

"What do you mean?" 


"Native American mythologies are more complicated than most 
of us white people realize," Indiana explained. "Each tribe has its 
own spirits and demons, its own gods..." He gestured helplessly. "It's 
like Santa Claus coming to a family of orthodox Jews." 

"You'd be stunned, I suppose." Jill - or Jane - forced a smile, but 
Indiana remained serious. 

"Surprised, certainly," he said. "Maybe even a little startled. But 
would they run away like the devil himself was after them?” 


Job, Utah 
September 2, 1943 
10:00 a.m. 


Although they entered the small Mormon town along the main road 
and the dogs ran barking ahead of them, they met no one. Since Job's 
main street was also the town's only street, Indiana found this 
somewhat odd; but not very worrying. The place seemed deserted, 
but Indiana, after all, had grown up near towns like Job (and even 
stranger ones at times) and Zacharias's reaction, too, told him 
everything was fine here, if to an outsider it might not look like it. 
The boy looked around with the eyes of a child who comes home 
after a long time and finds with a mixture of relief and 
disappointment that basically nothing has changed. He was a little 
tense, but that was understandable. He must have had a bad feeling 
when he thought that in a few minutes he would be facing his 
mother. 

They reached the small square in the middle of the town and 
stopped. 

Quiet organ music blew in with the gusty wind - they only heard 
fragments, and it wasn't played very cleanly either. But together with 
the gathering of horse-and mule-carts in front of the little wooden 


church, they betrayed to Indiana where the inhabitants of Job were; 
apparently every two hundred and eighty-six. 

Maybe only two hundred and eighty-five, because suddenly 
Zacharias said, 

"Mom isn't in church." 

"What makes you think that?" Indiana asked. 

Zechariah pointed to the gathering of chariots and wagons. "Our 
car. Mom always drives the car to church. It's not here.” 

“Maybe she walked,” Jill said. 

"Or a neighbor took her," Jane added. 

Zacharias shook his head resolutely. "It's five miles to our farm," 
he said. 

"And it's the furthest from town. Nobody has to go past it on the 
way to church.” He frowned. "She's never missed Mass." 

Indiana exchanged a quick, worried look with Petryk, but then 
forced a smile again when he felt Zach looking at him. 

"Then we should not waste any time and ride to your farm at 
once," 

suggested one of the sisters. And the other added: "That would be 
the smartest thing anyway. Your mother will be very worried about 
you.” “So what are we waiting for?” Jill asked. 

Indiana hesitated. Something... he didn't like. A good part of it 
was this town—a typical Mormon settlement that seemed frozen in 
time and might as well have come from a previous century. The small 
whitewashed houses with their red clapboards, the dirt road, the lack 
of any telephone or electrical wires, and the slightly elevated wooden 
sidewalks, the white-painted picket fences, and the manicured front 
yards gave Job the look of something like a toy town, but despite the 
bright colors and cleanliness there was also something oppressive 
about the town that was difficult to put into words but clearly felt. 

But that wasn't the only thing. Indiana felt a strange uneasiness 
that he couldn't explain but was not alone in either. Petryk and the 
two girls couldn't completely deny their nervousness either. After 
more than a week, which they had spent almost all alone in the 
wilderness, they should have been happy to meet people again, even 
if it was a Mormon settlement, with whom it was admittedly not 
always easy to make contact - and who, by the way, did not attach 
particular importance to dealing with people of other faiths. But both 
the twins and Petryk didn't look very relieved, and Indiana actually 


felt a little uneasy, too. Not for the first time, but much more 
intensely than before, he wondered if it really had been such a good 
idea to accompany Zacharias here, or if it might not have been wiser 
to hand the boy and his story over to the police and let the 
authorities take care of everything else. 

But if he had acted rationally in his life, he would not have 
become what he was. And his life would have been decidedly more 
boring. 

The decision was made for him. The singing in the church fell 
silent, and a moment later the organ stopped too with a final 
whimpering discord. 

Almost at the same time, the two-winged church portal opened 
and the first visitors streamed outside again. 

Of course, they were discovered immediately. Some men and 
women stopped in surprise, looked at them wordlessly or began to 
whisper, others approached them but hesitated and kept their 
distance. Indiana could feel the hostile atmosphere that was pouring 
out. 

This realization confused him. It was no secret that the Mormons 
were a kind-hearted but not necessarily hospitable people. But he 
had never heard of them treating strangers with suspicion and 
almost outright hostility. 

These did. 

It was only a few minutes before Indiana and his companions 
found themselves surrounded by a dense crowd, at a respectful 
distance but so that they could neither advance nor retreat. No one 
spoke, but what Indiana read in the eyes of the men, women, and 
children spoke its own language: a mixture of curiosity, suspicion, 
and anger. A lot of anger. 

Eventually the crowd parted in front of them and a short, very 
broad-shouldered man wearing a wide-brimmed black hat and an 
enormous goatee stepped toward them. Indiana knew immediately 
who they were looking at. 

Zacharias had told him about Reverend Kenworthy, the spiritual 
leader of the church, and therefore automatically the unchallenged 
leader in worldly matters. 

"Welcome, stranger," he said after a long, searching look at 
Indiana, Petryk, and especially the two young girls. It didn't sound 


very sincere. ‘I'm Reverend Kenworthy. Who are you, and what 
brings you to Job?” 

Indiana dismounted before answering. "My name is Jones," he 
began. 

“Indiana Jones. That there are—” 

"Indie!" 

A figure had appeared on the church steps, as wide as he was tall, 
seeming to fill the portal completely. The man was the only one here 
who didn't wear the black pants and coarse Mormon jacket, but a 
gray suit that stretched over the enormous bulges of fat that covered 
his body, and on his head he wore a bat cap instead of a wide- 
brimmed round hat. Indiana couldn't remember ever seeing him. 

The fat man seemed to know him all the better for that, because 
he shouted his name again and began rushing down the stairs so that 
the whole church seemed to shake. The crowd avoided him almost 
fearfully - which was not surprising in view of his corpulence. Being 
pushed by this living avalanche had to be like being run over by an 
express train. 

"Indy!" the fat man yelled for the third time as he charged toward 
Indiana, arms spread wide. Indiana still couldn't remember where 
this mountain of flesh knew him from, but at the same moment 
Zacharias shouted with joy, 

"Uncle Herbert!" and jumped off his horse. Indiana finally knew 
who he was. "Herbert?" Indiana's eyes widened in surprise. "Herbert 
Wo-" 

He got no further. Herbert slammed into him with an estimated 
three hundred pounds of live weight, almost knocking him off his 
feet and hugging him so Indiana could hear his ribs cracking. He 
tried in vain to resist the overflowing joy of seeing his old scout 
friend. Herbert held him tight until Indy was seriously afraid he was 
going to choke, then he finally let go, but immediately grabbed him 
again and slapped his shoulders and back with the palm of his hand 
so hard that Indiana's teeth chattered painfully. 

he cried. "Old friend! You actually came! I didn't think I would 
see you again! And now of all times! You are sent by heaven!" 

Indiana barely managed to escape from more punches and rib- 
crushing hugs. "Herbert?" he asked again. "You're ..." 

Herbert grinned broadly. "Say it quietly. Fat Herbert, yes. I've put 
on a few more pounds as you can see.” He grinned and patted his 


enormous belly. 

Indiana saw more and more familiar features in the face, but he 
continued to stare at the man in disbelief. Even as a child, Herbert 
had been anything but slim. Even so, he still had trouble identifying 
him now as Fat Herbert from back then. 

He hadn't gotten his nickname for nothing. But today he was... he 
looked almost monstrous. His figure was nearing a spherical shape, 
and Indiana now realized that his initial estimate of his weight was 
probably far from the truth. He remembered the chubby, ridiculously 
clumsy boy from back then. 

In fact, he was only accepted into the Boy Scouts because his 
parents had stood up for him and the leader of the Boy Scout group 
felt sorry for him. 

He hadn't been around very long, but he and Indy didn't break 
contact immediately after that, even though they didn't even live in 
the same town. 

They hadn't been real friends—they were just too different for 
that—but Indiana must have been one of the few of Herbert's peers 
at the time who didn't mock him for his size and innate clumsiness, 
but accepted him for who he was, and even respected him in his own 
way. 

Herbert gave him enough time to examine him, then grabbed his 
arm and turned to Kenworthy, Indiana in tow. "This is Indiana 
Jones, Reverend!" he said. "My old friend Indy I told you about. You 
can really trust him! I pledge my word for him. He'll help you deal 
with these fellows, I'm sure of it!’ 

The suspicion in Kenworthy's eyes didn't entirely disappear, but 
it gave way to a kind of cautious reserve. He still didn't look happy, 
though. Indiana wasn't sure if that face was ever capable of 
expressing happiness, however. 

"Dr Jones,” he said thoughtfully, and only after another, clearly 
disapproving, look at Indiana's companion. He nodded. "Yes I 
remember. 

Brother Herbert told me about you.” 

Brother Herbert? Indiana looked questioningly at Herbert, and 
Herbert answered quickly with a slight shake of the head. 

Still, the silent dialogue by no means escaped Kenworthy. 

Frowning, he said, "No, Dr. Jones, Brother Herbert has not 
converted to our religion. But he is one of the few strangers who has 


so far proven worthy of our trust.” 

"Indiana is one of them," said Herbert with conviction. "I'll put 
my hand in the fire for him." 

Kenworthy gave him a look, as if considering whether to take the 
offer literally, but then turned to Indiana without further comment. 

"You and your companions look as if you have come on a long 
and arduous journey. And I'm relieved that you have Susana 
Kramer's son with you. I'm sure you have a lot to talk about, Dr. 
Jones. And I, for my part, have a lot of questions for you.” 

"Sure," Indiana replied. "But I think first of all we should bring 
Zacharias home so his mother won't—” 

Kenworthy cut him off with a hard gesture and voice that was just 
as hard. 

"T'll send for her, Dr. Jones, don't worry. You and your friends are 
welcome to accompany me to my house until then. We can talk in 
peace there.” 

Kenworthy's tone almost made Indiana decline the invitation. But 
at the last moment he caught a warning look from Herbert's eyes and 
said nothing. 


KK 


Reverend Kenworthy's modest home was just behind the church, and 
it was anything but modest or even small. Somehow whoever 
Kenworthy's ancestors who built it were, had managed the feat of 
making it look smaller on the outside than it was. However, this 
impression dissipated as soon as one had taken the first step over the 
threshold. The house was crammed with expensive, heavy furniture 
from the last century, which alone must have been worth a small 
fortune. Oil paintings in heavy gold frames and embroidery hung on 
the walls, and everywhere Indiana looked he saw sacred gems. 
Apparently Kenworthy collected them. For a leader of a Mormon 
congregation, wealth so openly displayed seemed very unusual. 

But Indiana bit back any such comment, especially since 
Kenworthy was watching him intently, as if waiting for an angry 
reply. The reverend led them into a comfortably furnished room with 
a fireplace, where they sat down at a huge oak table . They exchanged 
a few pleasantries while Kenworthy's wife brought a tray full of 
glasses and an enormous jug of homemade lemonade, but then the 


Reverend got down to business very quickly and began asking terse 
and surprisingly precise questions. 

Indiana answered them as best he could, but only in part, and 
even that part in a way that sometimes had little to do with the truth. 
They had agreed last night not to tell anything about Malone or 
Petryk's invention in Job, and the more Kenworthy examined 
Indiana, the more intensely he felt that it had been a very wise 
decision. If the reverend had found out about the sinister happenings 
surrounding Petryk's machine, or even the disappearance of the 
kachina man, he would probably have used the word magic right 
away! 

S creamed and built a pyre to burn Petryk's machine and its 
designer in front of all the parishioners. 

So, Indiana essentially confined himself to telling Zacharias's 
story, leaving a few vague hints which certainly did not satisfy 
Kenworthy, but which he did not elaborate on, at least for the 
moment. 

"It was very prudent of you not to call the police but to bring the 
boy back yourself,” he said when Indiana had finished his largely 
fictional story. “We don't appreciate strangers meddling in our 
affairs. After everything that was done to her, poor Susana has 
suffered enough. It would certainly not have been good for her if she 
had to deal with the police and the authorities as well.” 

That was basically the cue Indiana had been waiting for for a 
while, but again he caught an almost imploring look from Herbert. 
So, all he said was, 

"Unfortunately, I won't be able to help him and his mother very 
much. The Anasazi find he brought back is very interesting, but 
totally worthless.” 

Kenworthy smiled thinly and completely without humor. "It 
wouldn't have made much sense if you could really have sold it for 
the asking price, Dr Jones." 

"Why?" Indy asked, confused but suddenly a little suspicious. 

"Brother Herbert has talked a lot about you, Dr. Jones,” said 
Kenworthy. "If any of this is true, I'm sure you know men like the 
ones we deal with. It's useless, to meet their demands. Most of the 
time it only makes things worse.” 

Indy couldn't even disagree with him on that point. Still, he 
pondered what those words from Kenworthy's mouth meant. 


"But you will have to do something, Reverend." He spread his 
hands. "I mean... if you don't call the police or comply with these 
crooks' demands, how are you going to fight back?" 

Kenworthy sighed. He suddenly looked almost sad. "You forget 
where you are, Dr. Jones. We don't fight. Not as you understand that 
word.” 

"Meaning you're just going to cave in and watch Zacharias' 
parents lose everything they've worked a lifetime for?" Indiana had 
lost control of his voice. His anger was clearly audible. 

"We're not interested in worldly possessions," Kenworthy replied, 
settling more comfortably in his chair, which would have fetched him 
five hundred dollars at an antique shop in New York or Paris. “We 
are in God's hands and we know that he will protect us. Even if it 
doesn't look like it at the moment, we will win in the end. Good has 
always triumphed over evil.” 

Indiana could have given him dozens of off-the-cuff examples 
from world history that belied that claim, but he refrained. 
Kenworthy was a fanatic, even for a Mormon, and you couldn't argue 
with people like that. A fanatic - 

or a liar. 

"Dr Jones and his friends will help us,” Zacharias suddenly 
declared decisively. Kenworthy glared at him across the long table, 
and Herbert suddenly looked a little startled, Indiana thought, but 
Zacharias went on, 

"He promised to free Dad and chase those bandits away!" 

"Don't speak in that tone, boy!' said Kenworthy, chasteningly. 
"Not in this house!" Then he turned to Indiana and asked in a 
slightly different tone, "Is that true, Dr. Jones?" 

Something warned Indiana to be careful. "Not quite,” he said. 
"But I promised to take care of this." He held up a reassuring hand 
when Kenworthy started to speak. "Don't worry," he said. “I'm not 
about to start a wild gunfight here or otherwise play the hero. Maybe 
just taking a look at these ominous papers Zach told me about will 
suffice.” 

"It won't do any good, I'm afraid," said Kenworthy. "I've looked at 
them and they're legal, I'm afraid." He gestured and nodded to 
emphasize his words. 

"See, Dr. Jones. All of the land here is ours, and that includes the 
Kramers’ 


farm. It was assigned to them when they decided to get married 
and wanted a home of their own. Apparently, someone made a 
mistake back then. Bitter as it may be for the Kramers, their farm is 
no longer in Job’s territory.” 

"Then the claim of these . . . strangers Zach spoke of is valid?" 

"I'm afraid so," said Kenworthy. 

“But if that's the case, then I don't understand why they 
kidnapped Zach's father to get their claim. It would have been 
enough to get a court order.” 

He kept a close eye on Kenworthy as he spoke, but the Mormon 
was either masterfully controlling himself or Indiana's sense that 
something stank to high heaven was wrong. 

However, Kenworthy hesitated a moment before answering. He 
eyed Indiana thoughtfully for a few seconds, then turned to Zach. 
“Go into the kitchen, Zacharias, and help my wife and daughters 
prepare lunch.” 

Zacharias obediently got up and left. Kenworthy waited until he 
was out of the room before speaking again. "It's actually not said that 
Jebediah Kramer was actually kidnapped, Dr. Jones.” 

“Excuse me?” Indiana asked, surprised. 

Reverend Kenworthy sighed audibly. "It's a little hard for me to 
talk about, Dr. Jones, as you may understand. But Jebediah and 
Susana's marriage hasn't been the best for a long time. Were it not 
for the boy, Jebediah would have left years ago.” 

"Zacharias didn't say anything about that," Jill - or Jane - 
interjected. "On the contrary - he raved about his father whenever he 
could." 

Kenworthy nodded. "They didn't show anything in front of the 
boy," he said. 'But unfortunately, it's the truth. Jebediah is... not a 
good person. He often hangs around for days and claims to have 
been out hunting. Susana was with me once and was crying. She 
thinks her husband is dating other women and committing adultery 
with them.” 

Indiana looked at him doubtfully, which caused Kenworthy to 
give a small, bitter laugh. "You're surprised, Dr. Jones," he said, "that 
we have such a thing? Unfortunately, we Mormons are not perfect 
either, but human beings with all their faults and weaknesses. We 
just don't like to admit it." 


Then why are you doing it now! thought Indiana. Kenworthy's 
story had not allayed his suspicions. On the contrary. "You mean he 
just jumped at the chance and ran away?" 

"Maybe," said Kenworthy. "You said it yourself, Dr. Jones — 
Kidnapping Jebediah Kramer to get the Kramers’ land would be 
completely pointless. 

What's more, it would be stupid.” He leaned forward in his easy 
chair and gave Indiana a penetrating look. "Dr Jones, believe me, it's 
best for the boy if you leave him with me and go your own way. Don't 
take away all his illusions while he's still young enough to think life is 
one big adventure." 

"I'm afraid I don't quite understand what you're getting at, 
Reverend," 

Indiana said. He understood it very well, but he wanted 
Kenworthy to say it . 

However, Jill did - or Jane. "You really don't understand, Dr. 
Jones? He just doesn't want you to talk to Mrs. Kramer.” 

Kenworthy stared at her almost hatefully for a second. "I really 
don't want that," he said. "But for different reasons than you suggest, 
young lady. We don't appreciate strangers meddling in our affairs 
here. There have been a lot of strangers here lately. Too many. And 
they have brought nothing but trouble and misery to the people of 
this town. Do you want to forbid me if I try to prevent further 
misfortune?” 

"No," Indiana said hastily before the girl could answer. "Of course 
not. 

Please forgive me, Reverend. I did not mean it like that. We're all 
a little irritated. It has been a long and very arduous journey.” 

Kenworthy said nothing, but he continued to stare at Jill - or Jane 
- with undisguised anger, although Indiana wasn't even sure why he 
was So angry - 

at the girl's remark, or at the fact that it was a woman who had 
dared to speak to him in that tone. 

"I promise I won't embarrass Mrs. Kramer," Indiana went on. 
"And I will be very careful. Zach won't notice anything." 

"She nt 

“We'll talk to Mrs. Kramer. But if she doesn't want our help, then 
we'll ride on today," Indiana interrupted Kenworthy. “I'm sorry, 


Reverend, but I promised Zacharias. And I'm used to keeping my 
word at all costs.” 

This time Kenworthy wasn't completely in control. For a moment 
his eyes blazed with pure anger, but he quickly regained his self- 
control. 

"Very well,” he said. "That's a lot more understanding than I can 
expect." 

He stood up. "Please excuse me for a moment, Dr. Jones. I have 
to tell my wife that we have five more people for lunch.” 

"I do not think that -" 

"You stay," Kenworthy said firmly. "You have come a long way, 
and there is no need for you to undertake another arduous journey at 
once. I've already sent someone to bring Susana Kramer over here 
anyway. You might as well talk to her here. Alone and undisturbed, 
don't worry." 

He didn't give Indiana a chance to further object but left the room 
with quick steps. 

"What a strange man,” said Petryk, as the door slammed behind 
Kenworthy. 

"Not strange," said Herbert. "Dangerous." 

"Dangerous?" 

"Oh, not like you might think, Indiana," Herbert replied. 'He 
wouldn't hurt a fly. But you shouldn't underestimate him anyway. 
He's... a very powerful man here in Job. His will is law, so to speak. 
You'd better not tease him." 

"Then why are you friends with him if he's such a disagreeable 
person?" 

Indiana asked. 

Herbert made a face as if he had bitten into a wormy apple. 
"Friends? Me? 

Who says that? No one's friends with Kenworthy." 

"But I thought -" 

"I'm trying to remain on good terms with him, that's all. You see, 
Indiana, I'm trying to do business with the people of this town, and 
you can't do that unless you have the Reverend Kenworthy's 
blessing.” “What's that business?” Indiana asked. 

"Business is perhaps a bit of an exaggeration,” Herbert qualified. 
"I trade a little; among other things with Indian jewelry, but also 
with pottery or artifacts of the old Indian cultures." He looked at 


Indiana. "Don't worry - it's all perfectly legal. I have a license and I 
first submit everything I find to the responsible museum for 
inspection. The area here is rich in archaeological sites. And people 
know the desert well. Sometimes I hire someone as a guide.” “Like 
Jebediah Kramer?” one of the girls asked. 

"That's how we met," Herbert confirmed. "And before you ask 
your next question, I'm not aware of his marital problems. I have a 
hard time believing it too, to be honest. But that doesn't necessarily 
mean Kenworthy is lying. 

These people here are very careful. They don't readily tell 
strangers their most intimate secrets." 

Jill—or Jane—was about to ask another question, but Indiana 
drew Herbert's attention again with a gesture. “What does 
Kenworthy actually mean when he spoke of strangers coming over to 
Job, causing bad luck?" 

"Kenworthy likes to exaggerate," said Herbert. "There have 
actually been a few strangers here lately, causing a little trouble. But 
that wasn't so wild." 

"Strangers?" 

Herbert nodded. "Yes. By the way, at least one of them seems to 
know you. 

Anyway, he asked about you.” 

An alarm bell started ringing in Indiana's head. "What was his 
name?" he asked. 

"I don't know," Herbert replied. "But he wanted to come back 
tonight. By the way, he didn't strike me as a friend of yours.” He 
shrugged. “He asked me not to say anything about his visit if I saw 
you. Apparently, he wanted to surprise you and Professor Petryk.” 

To surprise! thought Indiana. Oh yes, he was surprised. But not 
very pleasantly. 

"And we thought we'd shaken off Malone and his gang,” he 
sighed. 


KK 


All the same, the Reverend Kenworthy proved an excellent host, and 
his wife an even more excellent cook. Indiana had seriously 
considered for a few moments summarily turning down the 
invitation and leaving Job outright, but he had barely had the first 


bite in his mouth before he was glad he hadn't. The lunch, which 
Kenworthy's wife had improvised in less than half an hour, was 
delicious to Indiana and the others--especially since for the last week 
they had eaten practically nothing but berries, mushrooms, and now 
and then a warm fish, or delicacies like fried snakes or earthworms. 
When Indiana thought of all these things they had actually endured, 
the hardships and constantly shaking off Malone and his gang— 

who had evidently reached Job days before them! — it caused his 
bile to rise. 

How on earth did these guys know where they were going? 

Kenworthy was exceedingly polite. He even managed to keep a 
conversation going, deftly avoiding awkwardness and uncomfortable 
topics without becoming boring or seeming fake. But Indiana didn't 
miss the looks the Mormon priest gave him and Petryk, and 
especially the two young women, whenever he thought they didn't 
notice. At least when it came to Jill and Jane, Indiana could 
understand Kenworthy. In the eyes of a man as modest as 
Kenworthy, the sight of the two girls must have been painful, for 
both wore their hair down and were only lightly dressed. There was 
absolutely nothing unusual or even offensive about that in New York 
or Washington or any other city. Next to Kenworthy's wife and 
daughters, in their rough cotton dresses, ankle-length aprons, and 
white headscarves, they looked like sparkling diamonds next to 
lumps of coal. Probably Kenworthy would have to say two hundred 
and fifty extra Paternosters to wash away the thoughts and desires 
that the sight of the two girls had stirred up in him. 

In any case, Indiana didn't begrudge him it. 

Susana Kramer appeared a good half hour after the meal; later 
than expected, but just as they were beginning to run out of things to 
talk about and an awkward silence had settled in the Reverend's 
sitting room. They had been drinking tea and Petryk was preparing 
to fill his pipe in peace. But after an icy look from Kenworthy, he had 
quickly made it disappear again, along with the tobacco pouch. 
Kenworthy might have been a perfect host, but tolerance didn't seem 
to be one of the values he particularly valued. 

Indiana was relieved when Zacharias’ mother finally came. 

Her reaction was completely different from what he expected. She 
neither hugged her son with relief, nor did she heap reproaches on 
him or promise him some punishment; yes, it was as if she felt 


nothing at all. She just stood there, looking at Kenworthy across the 
long table, face expressionless. Zach returned her gaze in the same 
way; it was almost spooky. Calmly, without fear or joy, as if they 
hadn't seen each other for an hour or two, not more than two weeks, 
they looked into each other's eyes. Indiana wondered, confused, if 
these people were actually so good at controlling their emotions, or if 
there was something else, he didn't know about, and that— 

He shooed the thought away, standing with an almost 
exaggerated vehemence, stepped towards Susana and held out his 
hand. "My name's Indiana Jones,” he said. "I am -" 

"I know who you are, Dr. Jones,” Susana interrupted. She ignored 
his outstretched hand and just looked at him in the same, almost 
eerie way. 

Then, as if she had said everything there was to say with those 
few words, she turned abruptly to Herbert, and suddenly a feeling 
appeared in her eyes: anger, which she was no longer entirely able to 
suppress as was evident in her voice as she spoke. 

"I didn't think you'd actually have the courage to come here 
again, Mr. 

Wozcinsky!" she said. "After what you did to my son and I!" 

Herbert didn't answer, bit his lower lip and tried as best he could 
to pretend he wasn't there. But Susana didn't seem ready to give up 
that easily. 

With an accusatory gesture, she pointed in turn at Indy, Petryk, 
the two women and finally at Zacharias. "It's a complete miracle the 
boy came back unharmed, physically, at least,” she said after a quick, 
telling look at Jill and Jane. “Only the Lord God can say how badly 
his soul has been damaged. 

Time will tell. What were you thinking, actually, putting nonsense 
in a nine-year-old boy's head to run away from home and get help at 
a...” She struggled for words. "...adventure seekers?" 

Indiana ignored the adventure, gave Zach a surprised look and 
said, 

“Nine? He told us he was eleven already.” 

Susana sighed. "Zacharias looks older than he is." She turned to 
her son and suddenly looked very sad. "So, you've already learned 
how to lie, Zacharias." 

"Well, I wouldn't exactly call that a lie,” Indiana said, feeling a 
growing need to help Zacharias. "He cheated a bit at best." He 


smiled, but his smile froze when he met Susana's eyes. It was icy. 

"Please be silent, Dr. Jones,” she said. "I know very well what 
kind of man you are." 

"Oh?" said Indiana. "Where from?" He no longer bothered to 
sound friendly. But he also sensed that Susana's hostility was not 
real; maybe it wasn't really meant for him or for completely different 
reasons than he had previously assumed. Her reaction was not at all 
appropriate for a mother who sees her son again after weeks of 
uncertainty. She made him angry. 

"From the man who came to see me, to me from you and your 
friends," Susana answered calmly. "Oh, there are people you can 
trust. I don't know if you belong, Dr. Jones. I don't know you well 
enough for that. 

But I know—” And with that she turned back to Herbert, who had 
been trying in vain to crawl into the cracks of a heavy armchair. “ — 
that you most certainly don't belong, Mr. Wozcinsky. I don't want 
you to talk to my son again. I don't even want you to come close to 
him!” 

"Susana," Kenworthy said. He said it very quietly and at most 
with a gentle rebuke in his voice. It did not escape Indiana, however, 
that Zacharias' mother visibly flinched. She bit her lower lip and 
swallowed what she had obviously been about to say. 

"Please forgive Susana's behavior, Dr. Jones,” Kenworthy said for 
her. 

"She's a little upset, which is understandable after all the anxiety 
she's endured for her only child. Though that wasn't necessary, for 
the Lord God has His protecting hand over each of His children, no 
matter where they are, doesn't he?’ "Amen," said Jill/Jane 
sardonically. 

Kenworthy's eyes flashed angrily. But he controlled himself. Very 
calmly, he turned to the young woman and looked at her, wordlessly, 
but in a way that made her visibly nervous. 

"I... oh, sorry," she finally said. “I just let that slip out. I didn't 
mean to offend you, Reverend.” 

"You haven't either, sister," said Kenworthy quietly, adding, "But 
the Lord's name is not to be trifled with." 

"But maybe one shouldn't trust blindly to his mercy either," she 
countered. “You see, Reverend, the men who have been chasing us 
are dangerous. They will have no regard for the fact that you are a 


believer in Christ or that Susana is a weak woman. They will take 
what they want by force if there is no other way to get it. It would be 
better if you accepted the help that Dr. Jones offers you.” 

"The Lord will protect us," Kenworthy answered stubbornly - 
with a look and in a way that made it very clear that he would have 
much preferred to have said something else entirely. And that he was 
close to doing it. 

Even Indiana was a little confused. After seeing Jill and Jane 
mostly quiet and reserved over the past few days, he had expected 
those words to be the very last thing said from them. Although they 
spoke from the heart, of course. 

"I hope for your sake you're right, Reverend," he said, a little 
louder than necessary, and really only to interrupt the conversation 
between Kenworthy and the girl before it really got into an argument. 
"Because your Bible alone won't do you any good if Malone has his 
shotgun drawn.” 

"We certainly have ways and means of defending ourselves, Dr. 
Jones,” 

said Kenworthy coolly. "Although perhaps different than you 
would prefer. 

Violence is never an answer.” 

Indiana chose not to say anything more. There were 
conversations that went nowhere, and a discussion with a fanatical 
Mormon preacher definitely fell into that category. With a different 
voice and a completely different facial expression, he turned back to 
Susana. 

"I'm really sorry if we made you worry about your son, Mrs. 
Kramer,” he said. "I sincerely apologize for this and would like -" 

"You don't have to, Dr. Jones,” Susana interrupted. “Zacharias is 
safely back, and that's all that counts.” She made a terse, implied 
gesture with her hand, and Zach jumped out of his chair and ran over 
to her. Killer followed, and a second later the retriever followed. 

Susana frowned when she saw the huge black bloodhound. 

"What is that?" 

"That's Benji," Zach said nervously. 

“T didn't ask the name of this creature. I asked what it was," his 
mother said sternly. 

"She's Killer's girlfriend," Zach explained. “We met her on the 
way... 


Cl.” 

"This animal will not accompany us," Susana decided. “We don't 
need a second dog. And we won't be able to afford the food for such a 
large animal." 

"But she's taking care of herself," Zach protested, only to be 
interrupted by his mother. 

"You mean she's poaching. She eats our chickens or a neighbor's, 
or she eats a wild rabbit that might be sick. It stays that way, the 
animal won't come with us.” Her gaze rested on her son's face for a 
second, then she straightened her shoulders with a jerk and turned 
back to Indiana. 

“Thank you again for bringing Zacharias back, Dr. Jones. 
Goodbye." 

Indiana made no attempt to stop her as she left the room, 
although both Petryk and the nurses looked at him in surprise. 
Something was wrong here. 

He just didn't know what it was, but he sensed that it was. Very 
clearly. 


The Kramer farm 
Five miles northwest of HIOB 


Although Zacharias’ parents' farm was only a few miles from town, 
they did not get there until late in the afternoon. Indiana had 
hesitated to leave Kenworthy's house immediately after Zach and his 
mother, if only to avoid arousing the Mormon preacher's suspicions. 
For the same reason he had wasted a good half hour arguing with 
Kenworthy that he should accept his help after all, or at least call the 
police and the relevant authorities. Of course, that conversation had 
ended just as Indiana had expected, but in one respect at least it had 
succeeded: when they left Job, Kenworthy thought they were really 
going; he thought they were upset and extremely frustrated, but 
understood that even for the famous Dr. Indiana Jones, there was 
nothing Jones and his friends could do in this town whose people 
were determined to solve their problems on their own, and in their 
own way. 

Which, of course, Indiana had absolutely no intention of doing. 

They left Job on the only eastbound road, the same way they 
came. 

Indiana insisted on going farther, even long after they were out of 
sight, and none of the others objected. Kenworthy may have been a 


fanatic, possibly even a liar and a hypocrite, but alas, no fool. They 
made a huge detour around the town and lost even more time when 
they deviated from the paved road the last part of the way and rode 
between the broken granite towers of the rocky desert. Without 
Herbert's guidance, who had heaved himself onto a horse, panting, 
they probably would never have found the small farm. 

However, Herbert steadfastly refused to accompany them the last 
part of the way. After the scene Susana had made against him at 
Kenworthy's house, Indiana could understand that. And that was 
basically all right with him. To make matters worse, Malone and his 
gang were also hanging around somewhere. Maybe it was a good 
thing to have someone watching their backs. So, Herbert and the two 
women stayed behind under the cover of a huge boulder—Herbert to 
recover from the rigors of the ride, Jill and Jane to keep an eye on 
the area—while Indiana and Petryk watched the last light of day on 
the farm approach. 

The property rendered a deserted and _ slightly neglected 
impression, even though a lamp was already burning in the house 
and thin smoke was curling out of the chimney. One could see from 
the farm that Susana had certainly done her best to manage it all by 
herself, but that she was simply overwhelmed by it. The sight filled 
Indiana with anger. Even if they managed to get Zach's father out 
and put a stop to the guys who were threatening him and his family, 
it would probably take the Kramers a whole year to put this place 
back together. 

He knocked. Petryk was a step behind him and looked very 
nervous. 

From inside, Killer's excited bark answered, but that was the only 
reaction. 

Indiana had to knock twice more, and much more forcefully, on 
the frame of the thin gauze door before footsteps sounded in the 
house and the inner door swung open. 

"There you are," Zach's mother said. “I thought you—” 

She broke off. Her eyes filled with an expression of abysmal terror 
as she realized who she was looking at. 

"Dr...Jones!" she whispered. 

"You were expecting someone else," Indiana said. "May I ask 
who? 

Kenworthy or Malone?" 


He wondered if Susana had even heard his words. She was still 
staring at him, and her face was a paragon of bewilderment. But only 
for two or three seconds - then she awoke all the more suddenly from 
her paralysis, jerked open the screen door and almost violently 
dragged Indiana into the house. 

At the same time, she gestured wildly at Petryk with her free 
hand. "Come" 

she said. "Fast!" 

Petryk was so amazed that it took him a while to obey, and even 
then, not very quickly. Susana helped him with a rough movement of 
her hand, looked quickly and almost frantically around the courtyard 
and then slammed the door. "Has anyone seen you?" she asked. Her 
breathing was rapid and she was very pale. 

"I don't think so," Indiana replied. He read in Susana's eyes that 
that wasn't necessarily the right answer and corrected himself. "No. 
Definitely not. We were very careful." 

"That's good," Susana replied. She gradually recovered, but her 
voice still sounded very nervous as she continued. "I... I'm sorry I 
was so rude to you, Dr. Jones. I think I have to explain something to 
you." 

"I don't think that's necessary," Indiana said. "It's Kenworthy. 
You're afraid of him." 

"Am I such a bad actress?" asked Susana. 

"You're a bad liar, Mrs. Kramer," Indiana replied. He smiled. "But 
I think you can take that more as a compliment." 

Susana tried to smile too but couldn't. Indiana had seldom seen 
anyone more upset than Zacharias' mother was at that moment. He 
wondered why. 

But before he asked that question out loud, there was something 
that was more important right now. 

"T think we should talk, Mrs. Kramer," he said. "But before we do, 
please tell me who you were expecting. Kenworthy or Malone?’ 

“Malone?” Susana looked confused. "No. I...I'm afraid I've 
forgotten his name in all the excitement, but his name certainly 
wasn't Malone." 

"I'd have been surprised too if he'd introduced himself by his real 
name,” 

Indiana said. 'When did he want to come? Now? at Sunset?" 


Susana nodded. "Yes. He's... come every day at the same time for 
almost a week.” She began to wring her hands, avoiding his eyes. 
“Oh, I'm so... so confused. I promised him I wouldn't tell you 
anything when you came here, but now... now I've talked to 
Zacharias and I've learned what a bad man he really is, and..." 

She didn't continue, but Indiana understood her confusion very 
well. For a woman accustomed to speaking the truth always and 
under all circumstances, it must have been hard to realize that the 
world outside of Job was made up mostly of liars and scoundrels. 

Zacharias came storming out of the kitchen and barely stifled a 
yelp when he recognized Indiana. Indy grinned at him, playfully 
tousled his hair, and followed him and his mother into the eat-in 
kitchen with Petryk. They sat down. Susana brought out tea and a 
plate of rock-hard pastries, which Indiana bravely chomped down 
two pieces of while telling her the same story she'd broadly heard 
from Zacharias. 

"I... I must apologize again for my behavior, Dr. Jones,” she 
concluded. 

“I was just scared for Zacharias, you know? I believed this man. 
He seemed so trustworthy and kind." 

Trustworthy? Kind? Indiana and Petryk looked at each other in 
surprise. 

That didn't sound like Malone at all. 

"Those men you want to drive off your land, Mrs. Kramer," he 
asked cautiously. "What do they have to do with the Reverend 
Kenworthy?" 

"Reverend Kenworthy? I... don't understand... what makes you 
think that?” asked Susana. She wasn't actually a very good actress. 

"Because I have eyes in my head," Indy said. “And can put two 
and two together. Kenworthy has something to do with them. I'm 
just wondering what it is." 

Susana hesitated endless seconds before answering. And when 
she did, she didn't look at Indiana. "The document they showed us," 
she said, "it's wrong. I mean - it's real, but it's still fake, you know?' 

"No," Indiana replied. 

"It's real," Susana said again. “A deed, and it shows that our farm 
is no longer in Job's territory. But that can't be. Back when.. . 

"And the Reverend Kenworthy is the only one who has access to 
these papers - and is able to forge them without anyone noticing," 


Indiana mused. 

Susana nodded very hesitantly. "Yes. But I don't see why he 
should do such a thing." 

"Because these men want your land, Mrs. Kramer," Indiana said. 
"I suppose they've got Kenworthy-" He was about to say who they 
offered a good price if he helps them, but then changed his mind at 
the last moment. 

Even if it was the truth, Susana's world view had already suffered 
many shocks. There was no point in frightening her any further. 
"Maybe they're blackmailing him too," he said, "just like you." 

"But that's so pointless!" Susana protested. Suddenly tears 
shimmered in her eyes. “The land is utterly worthless. It's not even 
good farmland!" 

"And yet there must be something on it that is of great interest to 
these men," said Indiana. 

"Or below," added Petryk. 

Indiana stared at him in astonishment. "Such as?" 

"I said: or below," repeated Petryk, slightly irritated. He made a 
vague gesture. “Ore, gold... maybe oil or gas. It was just an idea.” 

"There's definitely nothing of any value under this land," Susana 
said firmly. 

Indiana jumped up. "Schlomo, you're a genius," he said excitedly. 
“That's exactly it! That must be it!” 

"What?" Susana asked, frowning. 

Indiana gestured vigorously in Zacharias’ direction. "Zach—you 
told me the Navajo buried that stranger on your farm!" 

Zacharias nodded while Susana's expression darkened several 
degrees. 

"Show me!" 

They exited the house at the back. In the fading light of day the 
tomb was barely visible; it was basically no more than a flat mound 
of earth. Indiana was a little surprised - he knew Native American 
burial sites and knew that they were sometimes bizarre and even 
frightening, but actually they were never as unadorned and bare as 
this grave. Especially since, according to Zach's story, it must have 
been an important man. 

"And now?" Petryk asked after they had stood indecisively in 
front of the flat burial mound for a while. 


Indiana owed him an answer. It was working in his head. 
Suddenly he had the feeling that he was very close to the solution. All 
the pieces of the puzzle were there. He just had to put them together 
correctly. 

Thoughtfully he pointed to Zacharias. “Remember what the boy 
said, Schlomo? What did Gray Bear say about the stranger back 
then? He was from the old world, Shlomo! From the old world!" 

"Yes, and?” Petryk asked blankly. 

"It's . . . just an idea," Indiana said. He almost felt a little silly 
himself, but he went on anyway. "What if this stranger wasn't just a 
lunatic - but an Anasazi?" 

"Nonsense!" answered Petryk. "The Anasazi disappeared six 
hundred years ago." 

“So you say, Shlomo—Gone. And nobody knows where. You know 
the legends, Schlomo. They say they've gone to another world, which 
is better and more peaceful than ours." 

"But that's just a legend!" 

"For sure. Nevertheless, it doesn't change the fact that to this day 
nobody knows what became of them. If they're still alive somewhere, 
that would explain a lot.” He gestured at Zach. “Among other things, 
his disc. At first we thought it was a fake. But maybe that's not true." 

Petryk seemed concerned, yes, downright shocked. “This... this is 
all going too far for me,” he said. "I have to think about it." 

“Tt all started with that... that savage,” Susana said somberly. 
"The misfortune began after he appeared in our yard! If only we had 
never found him!” 

Indiana looked at her thoughtfully, but he chose not to say 
anything. He could understand Susana's bitterness; only too well. 

Killer suddenly began to growl, laid his ears back and audibly 
sniffed into the wind. 

"There's someone coming,” Zach said. 

Indiana looked at him doubtfully, and Zacharias acknowledged it 
with an exaggerated nod. "He only behaves like that when he smells a 
stranger. Or someone he doesn't like.” 

“Malone?” Petryk murmured. 

"Possibly," Indiana replied. "We'd better go back inside. Mrs. 
Kramer, would you—” 

"I get it," Susana said. "I'll talk to him. Don't worry - I won't tell 
you're here, Dr. Jones.” She hesitated. 


"But please, promise me one thing—no violence." 

"Not if I can help it," Indiana said. 

They ran back into the house, and although they hurried, they 
only just made it: Indiana had barely closed the door behind him 
when the roar of engines reached his ears, and only moments later 
an ancient, rickety Dodge pulled into the yard and stopped at the 
house. 

Indiana peered through the narrow window by the door, but 
couldn't see much. The sun was already low and right behind his car 
so that he could only make out the Dodge and its driver, who now 
awkwardly got out, as black silhouettes. 

"Is it Malone?" Petryk asked. 

Indiana shrugged. "I can't see anything," he said. “The sun is so 
blinding. 

But it's definitely not Wardrobe,” he added, audibly relieved. He 
thought for a moment, then motioned to Petryk to stand on the other 
side of the door, turning to Zacharias at the same time. "Go into the 
kitchen with Killer, Zach," he said. "And make sure he doesn't bark. 
If Malone hears him, he'll know we're here and get out of here. Mrs. 
Kramer - please try to lure him into the house somehow.” 

Petryk looked wide-eyed at Indiana. "What are you up to, 
Indiana?" 

"I've wanted to talk to Mr. Malone alone for a long time," Indy 
growled. 

"There are one or two questions that I'm really interested in 
getting answers to." 

Petryk didn't say anything more, but suddenly he seemed very 
nervous. 

His gaze wandered erratically around the room and then settled 
on a heavy ceramic vase that stood on a small table by the stairs. 
After a moment's hesitation, he took it, clasped it in both hands, and 
retreated to his place by the door. Indiana suppressed an amused 
smile. 

In the meantime, Susana had reached the car and was talking to 
the driver. Indiana couldn't hear anything, but after a few moments 
they both started walking towards the house. Indiana gently let the 
curtains fall back and pressed himself against the wall near the door. 

Susana was the first to enter the house, followed by a man in a 
pinstriped suit. 


But he wasn't Malone. 

Indiana's eyes widened in surprise as he realized who he was 
looking at. 

And then he jumped a second time, this time utterly startled 
when he saw Petryk leap out from behind the door, his hands 
holding the vase of flowers high above his head. 

“Shlomo! No!' shouted Indiana. 

But it was too late. The vase of flowers shattered on the man's 
skull and he pitched forward, silent and stiff as a board, and fell on 
his face. 

“Oh no!” Indy hastily dropped to his knees beside the 
unconscious man, grabbed his shoulders, and rolled him over. 

Petryk groaned. His face lost all color in a second. "Grisswald!" he 
whispered in horror. 


Half an hour later, Grisswald's headache had subsided enough for 
him to be able to talk and answer Indiana's questions—unless he was 
using his energy to alternately stare at Indiana and Petryk, berate 
them, and paint their future in the blackest of colors. He was sitting 
on a chair in Susana Kramer's kitchen, a wet towel wrapped around 
his head like a turban, and he was clutching a mug of hot tea in his 
trembling hands, which he sipped from time to time. Indiana had 
spent the last twenty minutes trying to gradually - 

and in homeopathic doses - explain to Grisswald the story of their 
journey to Job and, more importantly, the reason for their being 
here, admittedly being a little "fluffy" with the truth . He hadn't 
exactly lied, but he had presented certain things in a different light 
and changed certain details. 

After all, he knew Grisswald. For a certainty the dean would not 
have understood that two of his professors skipped classes to help a 
Mormon family somewhere in Utah. 

"All right, Dr. Jones," he said grimly, after taking another sip of 
his tea and putting the cup back. “I don't want to say anything more 
about this story now. As to your absence from the university - and 
yours too, Professor,” he added with an ominous look at Petryk, "it 
will be decided later elsewhere whether - and if so, what - 
disciplinary measures are to be taken against you both. I'm 


interested at the moment just why you are here. Why are we all 
here.” 

"Let me ask you a question before I answer yours?" Indiana 
asked. 

Grisswald gave him an arrogant look, but finally deigned to nod, 
albeit clearly reluctant. "Please." 

"How did you know where to find us?" Indiana asked. 

Grisswald smiled thinly. "Oh, Dr. Jones,” he said. "You're 
obviously the kind of person who has a constant tendency to 
overestimate themselves and underestimate everyone else." He 
gestured at Zach. “That kid over there was at the university. He's 
been asking about you all over the place, Jones. Of course I threw 
him out immediately - but later I put two and two together and knew 
where to find you.’ His smile grew even more conceited. "Logical 
thinking, Dr. Jones. Basically very simple.” 

Indiana prudently refrained from commenting—but he made a 
mental note to reconsider an idea that popped into his head at the 
same moment: what it might be like to just disappear for a few days 
and send a ten-year-old boy with a New Zealand accent to Grisswald 
inquiring about Dr. Jones. 

"So, Dr. Jones — what's all this nonsense that we're rewriting the 
telling of the story of Anasazi?” 

"I'm afraid that's not nonsense," said Petryk. 

Indiana looked up, and Grisswald looked away from Indiana in 
surprise. 

Petryk hadn't said a word so far, just stood in a corner like a 
guilty conscience personified, wringing his hands. 

"How did you come to this bold conclusion, Professor?" asked 
Grisswald. "From Dr. Jones, I'm used to such outrageous nonsense, 
but now that you're going to start it..." 

"I'd be glad if it were nonsense," Indiana said. "But I'm afraid you 
don't have all the facts yet. Petryk's machine—” 

Grisswald interrupted him with a gesture and an expression as if 
he had accidentally bitten into a rotten apple. "Stop this nonsense, 
Jones! Petryk and his machine! Do you know how long he's been 
bugging me with that nonsense idea?” 

Petryk started, but Indiana stopped him with a warning look. 
Now really wasn't the time to discuss it . "None of this changes the 
fact that something very mysterious is going on here," he said. “A lot 


of people are suddenly after us and Mrs. Kramer and her family. 
Why, if this is all nonsense?” 

"How should I know?" Grisswald snapped. He wiped his face with 
the back of his hand to wipe away the water that was dripping from 
his towel turban. “Criminals, Jones! You're far too involved with 
criminals!" 

Indiana ignored the objection. "Show us the disc, please, Zach," 
he said. 

Zacharias came over with his "treasure," but Grisswald hardly 
looked at him. "I've seen this thing before," he said. "It's worthless." 

"Especially since it's not even two years old," Indiana said. 

Grisswald blinked. "And?" 

"But it's not a fake," added Petryk. 

“How... do you know that?” Grisswald asked hesitantly. 

"My machine proved it," Petryk answered before Indiana could 
stop him. 

"Your machine, is it?” growled Grisswald. "Well, then just show 
us this famous machine!” 

Petryk hesitated for a moment, and Indiana suddenly felt very 
uneasy. 

After everything that had happened the last time Petryk switched 
on his device, neither of them was eager to find out what would 
happen next . 

"I can't... I can't do that now," Petryk said. "I mean, it... It's not 
here, and—" 

"I thought so," Grisswald interrupted maliciously. 'What's the 
matter with you, Professor? Has Dr Jones infected you with his 
madness?” 

"Crazy or not, Grisswald," Indiana said sharply. “The fact is, 
something is wrong here. And it has to do with the Anasazi. If there's 
even the slightest chance that the Anasazi still exist somewhere, then 
it would be just irresponsible not to investigate. Imagine what it 
would be like to solve one of history's most unsolved mysteries! And 
your name would appear in the textbooks. First if you wish.” 

"You... you're baiting me, Jones," Grisswald said. But he already 
sounded unsure. 

"Right," Indiana confirmed cheerfully. "And?" 

Grisswald was silent for a moment. It worked in his face. "But I 
don't like it,” he finally said. “All these... these wild stories of robbers, 


agents and murderers..." 

"I admit that it may not be entirely safe," confessed Indiana. "But 
if we succeed, it'll be worth the risk. And—one more thing, 
Grisswald.” He pointed to Susana and Zach. “We can't just leave 
these people to their fate. 

Even you can't do it, I'm sure." 

Grisswald seemed to take the last sentence seriously, at least, 
judging by the look on his face. "I've got to think about it, Jones," he 
said stiffly. 

"We won't have much time for that," Petryk said suddenly. He 
went to the window and looked outside. “Jill is coming. She seems to 
be in a hurry.” 

And she must have been in a hurry, because Indiana didn't even 
get to the window before the door flew open and an utterly exhausted 
Jill—or maybe Jane—burst in. 

"You must go!" she gasped breathlessly. "Fast!" 

"Jill!" Indiana asked, confused. "So what's going on?" 

"Jane," she corrected him. "Jill is with Herbert keeping an eye on 
Malone and his gang." 

"Malone? He is here?" 

"Yes," Jane replied. “But they're not the main problem. There's a 
squad of men on their way here! At least fifteen, maybe even twenty. 
They will to be here in a few minutes. For God's sake hurry up!” 

"All right!" Indiana turned to Petryk and the others. “You heard 
it. 

Disappears! Jane's keeping you safe!" 

"And you?" asked Susana, startled. 

Indiana looked around demonstratively. "Is there somewhere I 
can hide?" 

"You want to stay here?!" groaned Petryk. 

"I'd like to know what these men are doing here - and who they 
are," 

Indiana replied. "So?" 

“There's... a closet,” Susana said hesitantly. 


KK 


“The handle broke a while ago and Jebediah didn't get to fixing it. If 
they don't look very closely, they won't see the door at all.” 


And no one knows he's there anyway, Indiana added mentally. 
Aloud, however, he said, “Perfect. show it to me and then let's get out 
of here!” 


Stories of men who, for one reason or another, sitting in closets, 
heart pounding, waiting for the door to open was plentiful, and 
Indiana had read and thoroughly enjoyed quite a few of them. 

Experiencing such a story was far less comical. 

In the total darkness as Indiana stood listening to the sounds of 
the house, time seemed to expand a hundredfold. Petryk and the 
others had left the house by the back door before Indiana had closed 
the closet door behind him, and it turned out that Jane's insistence 
had not been excessive. 

It was only moments before Indiana heard the door open and the 
pounding footsteps of numerous men filled the house. Glass and 
crockery rattled, furniture was knocked over and _ shattered. 
Apparently, the intruders searched the house very thoroughly - or 
ransacked it for the sheer delight of destruction. Indiana half hoped 
the latter was the case, because if they searched the house a little too 
thoroughly, they would find him, and then... 

No - he preferred not to think this through to the end. Sometimes 
having an overactive imagination could be a disadvantage. 

Time seemed to stretch out endlessly until the noise on the other 
side of the door gradually diminished and then stopped altogether. 
Indiana still stayed in his hiding place long enough for his mental 
count to a hundred. 

Only then did he open the door with infinite care, listened for 
another ten seconds and then silently emerged from the closet. 

It was almost completely dark in the house, but he could still hear 
noises and voices coming to him from the back of the home. Indiana 
paused a second to get his bearings, then he crept forward. His 
caution was probably overblown, for after the intruders had searched 
the house and found it apparently empty, there was no longer any 
reason for them to be particularly suspicious, let alone leave a guard 
behind. Still, he tiptoed the last few yards to the back of the house. 

He could see through the narrow window in the bedroom wall 
and noticed shadows moving and hear voices talking to each other in 


a hushed whisper that could probably be heard almost as far as a 
normal spoken word. And he heard digging noises. With his back 
pressed against the wall, he approached the window and peered out. 

It was almost completely dark, so most of the figures could only 
be seen as shadows, but at least he could see that there were a great 
many. If he counted the ones he could only hear and not see, then 
Jane's guess might have been an understatement. The digging noises 
could still be heard. He couldn't see what they were digging for, but 
it didn't take much thought to guess. 

Indiana studied the window. It was a simple construction that 
Jebediah Kramer probably built himself. With infinite care he 
opened the latch and, holding his breath, pushed the window up a 
crack. At least now he could hear what was being said outside. 

He identified a voice before realizing its shadow. It was 
Kenworthy. Of course it was Kenworthy. Indiana shouldn't have been 
surprised, not in the least, and actually it wasn't surprise he felt at 
all. Rather a mixture of anger, disappointment, and a grim feeling 
that went hand in hand with an almost absurd sense of resentment. 
He just didn't understand why Kenworthy was doing this. Whatever 
there was on the Kramers’ farm he wanted, all he had to do was ask 
to get it. All that effort and everything he had done to Zacharias’ 
parents was completely unnecessary! 

Indiana listened intently. "... need them?" he heard Kenworthy's 
voice. 

Another replied: 

“You're just getting started, Reverend. It does not work that fast. 
The ground is hard, and if the boy was telling the truth, the hole is 
pretty deep. It will take time." 

This voice! He knew that voice! He had heard it before, a very 
long time ago and in a situation he would never forget - 

He almost cried out as the man approached and the bright spot 
on his head became a face. 

"But that's what we don't have!" said Kenworthy sharply. “We 
must be ready by sunrise—if we have that long at all!” 

It was Jake the half-breed! The same man Indiana had met 
before, ages ago and in a different place, but in a situation not even 
that dissimilar to this one. Back then Indiana had Jake and his 
cronies surprised when they found a grave with the famous Cross of 


Coronado. And it might have been the first time Indiana had gotten a 
taste of what was to come to define his life. 

This man had taught him his first major defeat. But he had also 
changed his life, perhaps more than anyone before or after him... 

"You're exaggerating, Reverend," Jake replied. "They will not 
dare attack us. And even if they do, believe me, we can defend our 
skins.” 

It was him, no doubt. The face had aged decades, but still not as 
much as Indiana would have expected. They were the same hard yet 
not unsympathetic features that he remembered so well; a face 
mostly crowned by a battered brown felt hat; the same hat that has 
accompanied Indiana on all his travels and adventures since that 
day. 

"Nonsense!" Kenworthy growled. “I don't want a bloodbath here. 
Neither of your people or the Indians.” 

"Even though they're only savages?" Jake asked mockingly. "And 
pagans at that, Reverend?" 

Kenworthy brushed aside his reply with an angry wave of his 
hand. 

“They too are God's creatures! The condition was that no blood be 
spilled, remember that, or -" 

"Or?" Jake asked in an almost friendly tone when Kenworthy 
didn't continue, leaving the sentence unfinished. 

Kenworthy stared at him. Jake met his gaze calmly, clear, bright 
eyed, and though he was still smiling and his demeanor exuded only 
composure and calm, Kenworthy was growing more nervous by the 
second. "I... have your word," he finally said. 

Jake nodded. “You have. And I will hold mine as long as you hold 
yours, Reverend.” 

Another nearly ten seconds passed with Kenworthy not saying a 
word, just staring at the half-breed, then making a nervous, clipped 
gesture and looking down. "Neither of us gains anything by arguing," 
he finally said. 

“What's more important right now is that we find this Jones and 
his friends. 

I don't trust them. I'm sure they most definitely haven't left; 
they're snooping around here somewhere!" 

"My people are already looking for them," Jake replied. "If they're 
somewhere around here, we'll find them, don't worry." He held up 


his hand and chuckled when Kenworthy started to say something. 
“Don't worry, Reverend. I promise we won't harm them - as long as 
they behave reasonably, that is." 

"And what's reasonable and what's not, that's up to you, I 
suppose." 

"Exactly," Jake said calmly. Suddenly the smile disappeared from 
his eyes. His voice didn't even get louder, but it sounded audibly 
sharper. "Stop playing the moral high ground, Reverend! Anyone 
who gets involved with wolves must also howl with them! After all, 
you came to me because you wanted something from me, not the 
other way around — remember?” 

"T Py 

"You," Jake interrupted before Kenworthy could even open his 
mouth, 

"were looking for someone to do your dirty work, Reverend. 
Understand, I'm ready. After all, I get paid well for it. But please 
don't keep complaining about getting my hands dirty doing it. You're 
getting on my nerves!" 

"I didn't know what kind of person you were!" said Kenworthy 
indignantly. 

Jake laughed. "What did you expect? A saint?” 

Indiana didn't wait for Kenworthy's reply. He had heard enough; 
enough, at least, to realize that he couldn't lose another second. 
Petryk and the others were in danger. He had to get out of here and 
warn them, and as soon as possible. 

But making that decision and putting it into action were two 
different things. He got out of the house without any special 
circumstances, but that was the end of his lucky streak, abruptly and 
thoroughly. 

The farm was teeming with Jake's men. Most were probably at 
the the back of the property busy digging up the grave, but there 
were a good half-dozen ragged figures loitering on that side of the 
house as well. And as if that wasn't enough, they had also equipped it 
with torches that bathed the area in front of the farmhouse in almost 
daylight. Indiana's heart jumped in shock as he saw the shadows 
moving between the rocks on the other side of the farm. Unless the 
boys were blind, they would have to stumble straight into the camp 
where Jill and the others were. 


Indiana's mind raced. For a moment panic threatened to 
overwhelm him. 

He had to warn the others - but how? As soon as he stepped out 
of the shadows of the house he was practically on display, and if he 
tried to circle the farm as wide as it took to be sure not to be seen, it 
was a detour of certainly a quarter of an hour, if not more. Not to 
mention the risk of getting lost, which in the almost complete 
darkness out there among the rocks was not to be underestimated. 

But maybe there was a third way... 

His gaze lingered on the outline of a figure walking leisurely 
toward the barn. The man was about his height, wearing a 
threadbare leather jacket and wide-brimmed hat, and had a spade 
tossed casually over his left shoulder. 

The idea was crazy, but in the end he was only alive because he 
had learned early on to do crazy things at the right moment... 

He waited a moment when no one was looking his way, then 
emerged suddenly from the shadows of the house and walked toward 
the barn. At any moment he was prepared to be clocked or shot at, 
but he was lucky again - 

as so often. He reached the barn unmolested and stepped into the 
protective semidarkness behind the door. 

He could only see that fellow as a blurry shadow ahead of him, 
but the sounds told him he was obviously rummaging through 
Jebediah Kramer's tools. The shovel he had brought with him was 
leaning on the workbench beside him. Indiana walked towards it and 
held out his hand. 

At the same moment the man noticed him and turned around 
with a jerk. 

"Hello, mate," Indiana said. "Would you lend me your spade?" 
"What for?” the fellow asked suspiciously. 

Indiana seized the spade, and replied "you should say, go ahead!" 
and hit the stunned fellow over the head with such force that he fell 
back stiff as a board. Indiana just caught him before he fell onto the 
workbench, making such a racket that he would alert the rest of the 
gang. 
He carefully lowered the unconscious man to the ground, made 
sure he was alive and unharmed except for a massive bump across 
his forehead, and moments later left the shed. He had the shovel 
slung over his shoulder like the guy before, and he was walking a 


little stooped and shuffling, imitating the guy's movements as far as 
he'd seen them. He had pushed his hat over his forehead as far as he 
could without attracting too much attention. 

Nonetheless, his heart began to pound wildly with excitement as 
he approached one of the others. The man jokingly called out 
something to him. Indiana chuckled, tapped the brim of his hat with 
two fingers, and shuffled on, and the guy lost all interest in him 
again. 

Indiana breathed inwardly. His insane plan seemed to work. 

Fifteen or twenty more paces and... There was a scream behind 
him. 

Indiana stopped mid-movement and closed his eyes. So much for 
the much-cited saying that cheekiness wins... 

Another scream rang out, and then nearly a dozen excited voices 
joined them. Very slowly Indiana turned around. 

What he saw wasn't what he expected. It was a lot worse. 

A good two dozen men—including Jake and Kenworthy—charged 
at him from three directions at once. Most were armed with rifles, 
some just pickaxes or shovels—but even if they had been unarmed, 
the odds would have been a bit overwhelming, even for Indiana 
Jones. Still, he slung the shovel from his shoulder, gripped the 
handle with both hands, and grimly sought a good footing. He would 
certainly sell his life as dearly as he could. 

The first men were almost upon him. Indiana raised his shovel, 
cocked it - and widened his eyes in astonishment as the two guys just 
rushed past him without even noticing him. Just like the others. 

Indiana just stood there, dumbfounded, for a few moments 
before finally deciding to lower his shovel again. Just in time before 
anyone started to wonder what that was all about. He turned around 
again, confused. 

And suppressed a horrified cry at the last moment. 

The excitement hadn't been aimed at him at all. It was for a squad 
of Jake's men returning from the rocky desert. 

They were not alone but led half a dozen prisoners with them: 
Jane, Jill, Herbert, Petryk, Susana, and Grisswald. There was no sign 
of Zechariah, all but the boy had fallen into their hands. Their 
company gradually began to spiral into a full-blown fiasco. 

Unobtrusively, he mingled with the other men and met the group 
returning to the farm with the prisoners. He pulled his hat back on 


his face and kept a low profile, lest anyone else make a mistake if he 
spotted him. 

They didn't have many more chances to give away. 

That danger was pretty slim at the moment, though, as everyone's 
attention was focused on Kenworthy, who had paused next to Jake 
and was eyeing the prisoners with a mixture of anger and patronizing 
disdain. 

Susana's eyes in particular blazed with anger like hot coals. She 
was shaking all over, but not from fear. For a few seconds, Indiana 
wasn't sure she wouldn't just lunge at Kenworthy, despite the many 
gun barrels pointed at her. 

"Reverend Kenworthy!" she said in a voice that shook with anger. 
"You 

"Silence, Nurse Susana!" Kenworthy interrupted. He sounded 
scarcely less angry than she, and already as arrogant as he had that 
morning. 

However, his behavior obviously made no impression on Susana 
anymore. 

"Why, Reverend?” she asked. "Are you afraid I might ask 
something you don't want to answer? Are you afraid I...I could you 
ask why you did all this to us?" 

"Silence!" said Kenworthy again. Susana actually didn't continue, 
but one of the girls spoke up instead. 

"But why, Reverend?" she asked mockingly. "Are you afraid to 
answer? Because we'd be interested too, you know? 

What did these scoundrels give you to betray the people who 
trusted you with their lives and future? Money? Land? Maybe some 
nice antiques for your collection?" 

Despite the dim light, Indiana could see Kenworthy pale—and 
Jake's eyes light up with scorn. But the Mormon priest didn't say a 
word, just stared at the girl with undisguised hatred for a few 
seconds before spinning on his heel and charging forward so 
suddenly he almost knocked Indiana over. Indiana tried to dodge at 
the last moment, but he didn't quite make it. 

Kenworthy slammed into his shoulder, but he was obviously so 
angry that he didn't even look up, instead charging forward with his 
head bowed in anger while Jake and the others - including their 
prisoners - followed a little slower. 


Indiana tried to get close to the prisoners without being noticed, 
but it turned out to be quite difficult. He really couldn't risk being 
seen by Schlomo or even Grisswald; and certainly not from Herbert. 

They went back to the rear of the house where Jake's men had 
already dug the grave a good six feet deep. Kenworthy stood tall, 
arms outstretched like an avenging angel incarnate at the head of the 
grave. And the expression on his face matched that attitude. On 
seeing Susana, he began to speak in a raised, dramatically hollow 
voice, accompanying each word with exaggerated pantomime 
gestures: 

"You really dare accuse me of greed and betrayal of my faith, 
Sister Susana?" he asked. “Your soul will burn in purgatory for that 
alone, unless you repent, child!” 

In fact, Indiana thought, it was one of the girls who had accused 
him of those noble motives, but Kenworthy didn't seem to take it too 
seriously. He moved unobtrusively until he was only two paces 
diagonally behind Kenworthy, careful to keep his face in shadow. 
Maybe he had a slim chance if he could grab Kenworthy and hold 
him hostage in turn... 

"This is what I was looking for!" Kenworthy's thundering voice 
snapped and continued. “This unholy grave, the one that his mere 
presence defiles our community! The pagan magic it exudes, 
poisoning the souls of our brothers and sisters since it's arrival.” He 
pointed accusingly at Susana and leaned forward so far that for a 
moment Indiana almost hoped he'd lose his balance and fall 
lengthways into the Indian grave. Unfortunately, that didn't happen. 
Kenworthy straightened up at the last moment and continued in the 
voice of a holy avenging angel, "It was you who brought misery upon 
our community! You and your husband Jebediah! You allowed the 
evil one to spread his poison into our hearts!” 

"Us?" Susana murmured in confusion. "But why? I do not 
understand that -" 

"This grave is a heresy!" Kenworthy thundered. "A slap in the face 
to every upright Christian. And isn't it true that in your house pagan 
rituals were held, under your roof, under a roof that I myself have 
blessed with my God-given power?" 

"It obviously can't be that powerful," said Jill or Jane, "if a few 
harmless Indian dances are enough to upset you like that." 


Jake laughed softly while Kenworthy suddenly turned red and 
gasped like a fish out of water. "This is... blasphemy!" he croaked. 

"Not at all," Jill said calmly. “I criticized you , not your boss. Why 
didn't you just have the grave removed sooner if it bothers you so 
much?” 

To Indiana's astonishment, Kenworthy wasn't shocked at these 
words, nor did he begin to spit holy lightning or at least a little 
smoke. On the contrary, he suddenly calmed down and his usual 
haughty twinkle returned. 

"You can't insult me," he said coldly. "You don't know what you're 
talking about, you godless wench. When a disaster happens, 
repairing the damage usually takes longer and is much more 
difficult! This is more than a tomb. It is a source of dark, evil magic. 
Bad things have been happening in Job since it existed, and even 
worse things are happening in the hearts of its inhabitants! You saw 
it, didn't you? Didn't you sense evil when you came into town this 
morning?" 

"The only thing I felt was fear," the girl countered. 

"And rightly so!" thundered Kenworthy. “People are afraid. They 
dare not leave their homes since this curse came upon us! At night 
one sees the signs of the devil in the sky, and when the moon is high 
his henchmen go about in pursuit of souls to offer to their dark lord!” 

"What nonsense!" But Jill's voice - or Jane's - wasn't quite as 
mocking as it used to be. And Indiana suddenly felt a short, icy chill. 
The lights of Satan and his minions circling... All of a sudden, he 
thought again of the eerie blue glow that Petryk's machine had 
emitted. Of that, and also of a man in a kachina mask who had come 
out of nowhere and just as suddenly dissolved into nothing again. 
He; 

He suddenly had an idea. A totally crazy, insane idea, but maybe 
the only one that could still save his friends... 

Unobtrusively, Indiana began to back away from Kenworthy, 
closing in on the men surrounding Petryk and the others. Some of 
them were laden with the luggage they had brought from the camp. 
And he discovered almost immediately what he was looking for: 
Shlomo's box. One of the guys had put it down carelessly and put his 
foot on the lid. If he could somehow get it open and turn on Petryk's 
device... 


Of course he had no guarantee that it would work. But on the 
other hand, the eerie lights had grown stronger the farther they got - 
and his sixth sense almost screamed at him that all of this had 
something to do with the grave and what lay within. There could be 
no other explanation. And what did he have to lose? 

As unobtrusively as possible he approached the fellow using 
Shlomo's box as a doormat, pausing a foot behind him and 
pretending to continue listening to Kenworthy's words, who had 
seized the opportunity and delivered a flaming sermon against Satan 
and let the power of evil be heard. 

This didn't seem to meet with undivided joy from his listeners; it 
especially seemed so to Jake, it looked as if he was about to burst his 
collar. But Kenworthy was obviously the kind of religious fanatic 
who, once they get going, the only thing that can slow them down is a 
volcanic eruption or a major earthquake. At least Indiana hoped so. 
He needed a little more time. 

Time — and above all an idea! 

As for time, he didn't have it. Neither did Kenworthy, Jake and 
the others. And soon he no longer needed an idea. 

Jake opened his mouth to stop Kenworthy's rant with an 
emphatic remark, and at the same moment a high-pitched whistling 
sound erupted, and instead of a barrage of abuse, a shriek of pain 
escaped Jake's lips as a feathered arrow, a good yard or so long, 
struck his left foot and nailed it to the floor. 

And at the same moment all hell broke loose. Jake's bandits 
didn't even have time to fully comprehend what was happening 
before a hail of arrows, javelins, and other projectiles fell on them. 
Very few were as well aimed as the first arrow, but the psychological 
effect on this band of bandits was devastating. 

Hardly any of them even thought of fighting back. Most of them 
just stood there for the first second and stared up at the sky with 
open mouths and eyes, from which arrows and spears and stones 
were suddenly raining, then a general outcry went through the crowd 
and the men threw their weapons away and retreated in a panic. 

However, they didn't get far. 

From the darkness beyond the farm came a chorus of shrill 
trilling sounds that Indiana only recognized after a few seconds: It 
was the typical battle howl of North American Indians! And as the 
panicked bandits ran screaming back to the farm, they were pursued 


by dozens of garishly painted, feather-wielding figures armed with 
spears, axes, or long, dangerously glittering knives. 

But Indiana also understood almost immediately that the sight 
might be dramatic in effect, but it didn't necessarily mean anything. 
None of the Indians appeared to have firearms. Once Jake's men got 
over their terror and remembered that they were really heartless 
robbers and had guns, they would cause a bloodbath among the 
Indians! He had at most a few seconds to get the others to safety! 

He spun around, grabbed the nearest guy who was holding one of 
the girls, and threw him to the ground. The bandit obviously didn't 
understand what was happening to him because he didn't even try to 
fight back, neither did the second guy who had caught the other girl. 

He no longer had to worry about the others, because at least one 
of the prisoners had also recognized his chance: Herbert! And fat 
Herbert completely surprised Indiana at that moment for the second 
time. With an almost leisurely movement, he freed his hand from the 
grip of a bandit who was standing behind him and twisted his back, 
turned around - and slapped the fellow so hard that the bandit was 
knocked off his feet and rolled over in the air before he crashed to the 
ground again and lay still. The two guys guarding Petryk and 
Grisswald let go of their captives and lunged at him. 

Indiana would have liked to rush to Herbert's aid, but he didn't 
get around to it. The bandits were engaged in occasional violent 
hand-to-hand combat with the Navajo, but most had done the only 
sensible thing and regrouped to form a large group that could defend 
themselves more easily, leaving Indiana with his hands full to fend 
for himself. 

But even now it turned out that Herbert really didn't need any 
help. Jill and Jane overwhelmed one of the two lads by playing 
handball with him - 

albeit on their own terms, with the unlucky fellow taking the role 
of the ball. 

Herbert just pushed the other one in front of him with his huge 
belly until he lost his balance and landed on the seat of his pants. As 
he tried to get up, Herbert stomped on his right foot, and Jake's 
squad lost another player. 

Indiana, too, had gotten rid of the two guys who had attacked 
him. 

"Jane!" he shouted. "Jill! Here! We have to go!" 


Not only the twins, but also Petryk and Grisswald looked in his 
direction in amazement - and suddenly Grisswald started to roar as if 
he had received an arrow in the noblest part of his body. "Jones!" he 
shrieked, his voice cracking. "Of course you! We only have you to 
thank for all this trouble! I knew it! I knew that if I listened to you 
just once, something terrible would happen! I knew it -" 

The rest of the sentence was drowned out by a thud as Jake 
smashed the butt of his rifle across his skull. The half-breed had 
finally pulled the arrow from his foot and appeared behind Grisswald 
completely unnoticed, and despite his injury, he was the only one 
who seemed to grasp the pain that it must have caused him, because 
he immediately began to shout: “Your guns you, idiots! shoot! They 
only have knives and cleavers!” 

Whether his men heard the order at all could not be determined; 
at least Indiana didn't hear any shots at first. But Jake had obviously 
recognized him at that moment, because his face suddenly became 
contorted with anger. A massive machette appeared in his hands as if 
by magic. And in his eyes sheer lust for murder flashed. "Jones," he 
snorted. "I knew we would meet again one day. It's been long 
enough.” He swung his machette and hobbled heavily toward 
Indiana. 

When he wanted to take the second step, Herbert blocked his 
path. "Get out of here, Indy!" he shouted. "Bring the women to 
safety!" 

Indiana looked around wildly. A real battle had broken out all 
around them. A good twenty of Jake's bandits tried to hold their own 
against a good twice that number of Indians, but in the almost total 
darkness it was almost impossible to tell friend from foe—if there 
was such a thing as friend here. 

Just because the Navajo had come with the intent to massacre the 
grave robbers didn't mean they didn't plan to do the same to him and 
the others. 

He saw Jane and Jill, who continued their teasing game, but now 
had a different "ball" - but where was Susana? 

Jake swung his machette. "Get lost, fatso!" he yelled. At the same 
time, he struck. 

But he too had underestimated Herbert. With an unexpected 
agility, Herbert pulled his head back between his shoulders so that 
the razor-sharp blade whistled just above his skull without costing 


him more than a few hairs, and at the same time took a step forward. 
Jake staggered back with a surprised gasp as Herbert's potbelly hit 
him with the full force of his three-hundred-and-fifty-pound weight, 
dropped the machette and struggled for balance, arms flailing wildly. 

For a second. Then Herbert's stomach hit him a second time, and 
he finally fell backwards and fell on his back. But he made a huge 
mistake. 

Instead of lying down, he grabbed Herbert's right foot, clasped it 
with both hands and tugged at it with all his might. 

Herbert faltered. A surprised look crossed his face and suddenly 
it was him struggling for balance, arms flailing frantically. 

"Oh no!" said Indiana. "Better not do that, Jake!" 

Unfortunately for himself, Jake didn't hear the warning - or he 
didn't take it seriously. Quite the contrary: He tugged and tore at 
Herbert's ankle even harder. Herbert staggered more and more 
violently, leaned forward, backward, forward - and finally sat down 
with a clumsy-looking movement. 

Right on Jake's chest. 

Even Indiana grimaced in pain as Herbert's three hundred and 
fifty pounds slammed into the lean half-Indian. 

At the same moment the first shot was fired. Out of the corner of 
his eye, Indiana saw one of the Indians double over and fall to the 
ground, and a moment later he heard the bright crack of a second 
gunshot. Gradually they should see that they were getting away from 
here. The game began to become bloody serious. 

"Get out of here!" he shouted. “Shlomo! Find Susana! Herbert, 
you take care of Grisswa—” 

Someone jumped at Indiana from behind, arms spread wide, and 
knocked him off his feet. Indiana fell, instinctively rolling over and 
trying to get to his feet but fell a second time when a fist hit him in 
the face. Colorful stars danced before his eyes. He saw a huge shadow 
looming over him, instinctively threw his hands over his face and 
gasped in pain as a hail of punches and kicks rained down on him. 
Automatically he stepped back, felt himself hit, and heard a howl of 
pain. 

Dazed, he straightened up, shook his head a few times to banish 
the multicolored stars and streaks in front of his eyes, and gasped in 
surprise when he realized who had attacked him. 


It was Kenworthy. He was staggering to his feet as well, his eyes 
burning with such holy anger that he seemed to have forgotten all 
Mormon principles of nonviolence and forgiveness. With fists raised 
and roaring, he lunged at Indiana and began beating at him madly. 

"Satan!" he roared. "You're the one! The Incarnate himself! You 
came to take our souls, but I won't let you! I will send you back to the 
hell you crawled out of! Get away, Satan!" 

He hit Indiana harder and harder; not particularly aimed, but so 
frantic that Indy couldn't help but stagger away backwards, arms 
folded protectively over his head. He didn't even seem to notice that 
the fighting around them was increasing in intensity. 

Indiana continued to retreat from Kenworthy step by step, 
tripped over Petryk's box and fell helplessly to the ground. The 
luggage the bandits had brought from their camp in the desert 
softened his impact a little; nevertheless, Indiana lay stunned for a 
few seconds. 

The only reason Kenworthy didn't lunge at him immediately to 
finish him off was that a screaming painted Navajo Indian jumped at 
him at the same time. But the wrath and sight of the supposed Satan 
bestowed superhuman strength on the normally peaceful Mormon 
priest. With a roar of rage, he threw the attacker away, lunged at 
Indiana again, and before he could fully get up, grabbed him and 
threw him to the ground again. Indiana staggered back a helpless 
step, lost his balance again, and fell again—this time, not to the 
ground among the combatants, but down a good six feet into the 
half-open grave. He flailed his arms and tried to grab something, but 
only got hold of a blanket and a handful of loose dirt, which fell down 
the hole with him. 

This time the impact really knocked him unconscious, though 
probably only for a few seconds, for when the black veils ripped 
before his eyes again, the fight was still in full swing, and Kenworthy 
stood tall and erect, his eyes glowing, at the edge of the grave and 
stared down at him. 

Indiana dared not move. He was utterly helpless down here, and 
he had no doubt that Kenworthy would not hesitate to shoot him 
unless he was fully convinced that he had actually dispatched the 
devil's supposed emissary. He lay utterly still, holding his breath, 
until the reverend finally turned and disappeared from the narrow 
slice of the world Indiana could see from his perch at the bottom of 


the tomb. Only then did he dare to sit up carefully and feel his body 
for wounds and injuries. He found nothing, but he had no doubt that 
he would wake up in the morning with the worst collection of bangs 
and bruises he had ever had. 

If he woke up again, that is. Maybe fate had something in mind 
when it let him fall into a freshly dug grave of all places... 

He got up, stood on tiptoe and stretched out his arms, and found, 
without much surprise, that the pit was just deep enough that he 
could not reach the rim with his hands. 

He tried a jump. This time he could reach the edge of the hole 
with his hands, but the loose earth gave way immediately under his 
weight and he tumbled heavily back into the grave. 

Something soft cushioned his impact. At first, he thought it was 
the blanket he'd pulled down with him, but then he saw that wasn't 
true. It was the kachina man's feather cloak, which they had taken 
away after its wearer had disappeared, and the enormous, brightly 
painted wooden mask was still wrapped in it... 

Indiana hesitated a few more seconds. The clothes were more 
sinister to him than ever. But then he threw the cloak over his 
shoulders, pulled on the heavy wooden mask with a determined 
movement, and tried a second time to climb out of the grave. 

He managed to grab an old rootstock just below the edge, and 
that's how he made it. The loose earth kept giving under his toes, so 
that it took enormous strength and three or four futile attempts to 
climb the two meters, but finally, with a last effort, he pulled himself 
up to the edge of the pit and sat on his knees for a few seconds, 
breathing heavily. 

When he raised his head, he looked Kenworthy straight in the 
face. 

But Kenworthy didn't look Indiana Jones in the eye. 

The Reverend saw a shaggy figure of barely human outline, on 
whose shoulders squatted a nightmarish devil's skull, out of which 
two huge, glowing eyes stared at him. And it was a form that had 
come up from the tomb whose blasphemous contents he had come to 
remove. 

That was enough. Reverend Kenworthy fainted. 

Indiana allowed himself the luxury of looking down at Kenworthy 
in glee for a second, but then reality hit him hard. Several gunshots 
rang out in his immediate vicinity, and as Indiana spun around, he 


saw a bloodied Navajo warrior stagger past him. The battle still raged 
on, but the tide had turned. 

Scores of Navajo were already down, and Jake's men were using 
their rifles with increasing recklessness. He had to find Petryk's 
machine! 

As he charged, a Navajo blocked his path. It was a gigantic 
watrior armed with two massive axes. But when he saw Indiana, he 
froze. His eyes bulged with terror, and Indiana could tell, despite the 
thick layer of paint on his face, that he was as pale as death. He just 
stood there for a heartbeat, staring at Indiana, then squealed, flung 
his weapons aside, spun around, and tumbled away screaming. He 
only got a few steps before a shot hit him and struck him down. A 
second bullet, fired at almost the same instant, splattered the dirt 
between Indiana's feet. 

Indiana hopped to one side, startled, threw off the mask and 
cloak, and took two hasty strides to Petryk's box. It had fallen but 
was apparently not damaged. He hastily set it up, lifted the lid and 
stared at the jumble of dials, knobs and switches for a moment, 
helpless. Then he remembered which lever Petryk had flipped to turn 
on the device. 

"Jones! Don't... don't!" 

He guessed words more than he understood them, and when he 
looked up he saw Petryk running towards him, gesticulating wildly. 
He looked badly battered, and his eyes flickered with pure fear of 
death. "Jones!" he shrieked over and over again. "Indie! No!" 

Indiana reached for the switch, and Petryk's screams turned to 
hysterical shrieks. "Indiana! No! It's the boy! Be-" 

Though he didn't understand exactly what Petryk was trying to 
tell him, he half-consciously understood that he was about to make a 
horrible mistake. He wanted to pull his hand back but stopping a 
movement once it's started isn't that easy; and he didn't react quickly 
enough. He felt the switch move, and then heard a thin, sharp "click," 
the metallic sound of which pierced even the noise of the raging 
battle. 

Nothing happened for half a second. Then... 

It was like a silent but unimaginably violent explosion. A flood of 
garish green, ferocious, intense brightness shot out of the box, 
engulfed Indiana and threw him back like he'd been punched. 
Indiana fell and sheilded his face with a scream, but it was no use. 


The light penetrated through his hands and his closed lids, so intense 
that he could still see--a cruel, blazing appearance that made his own 
hands, but also the figures of the other people in his immediate 
vicinity, completely transparent, so that for a few seconds he thought 
he was surrounded by an army of skeletons. 

Indiana felt his senses failing him. The glare had not only set his 
optic nerves on fire, it had given him a shock that paralyzed every 
nerve in his body to the point it would kill him. But a split second 
before he passed out, his sight returned, and— 

Indiana was never certain whether the silent explosion of light 
swept him unconscious or the shock of what he was seeing. 


KK 


His consciousness returned only slowly. Indiana had awakened 
countless times from a sleep he had not willingly entered. But it had 
never been like this before. The awakening was so laborious, it was as 
if his consciousness had to fight its way through a curtain of sticky 
cobwebs trying to prevent it from returning to his body. Tangled 
shreds of memories shot through his mind, images both familiar and 
alien that could only be part of the nightmare he'd lived through 
while he was unconscious. 

And yet ... 

He tried to open his eyes but couldn't. His eyelids suddenly 
seemed to weigh a hundred pounds and his body tons. He couldn't 
even lift a finger. 

But at least he could hear. 

Sounds. Footsteps and voices conversing in an unfamiliar yet 
familiar-sounding tongue. Not the voices of Jake's men. The fight 
was over. No more gunshots, no more screams or the sound of men 
fighting. Wondering which side had won, he tried to open his eyes 
again and couldn't. 

A dull dread went through him as the memory of the terrible light 
that had stolen him from consciousness returned. For a few seconds 
he panicked, suddenly convinced that he was blind, that the glare 
had burned his eyes and the nerves behind them to ash. Then he felt 
filled with tremendous strength, which probably only gave him this 
indescribable fear, and he managed to open his eyelids a crack for a 
tiny moment. His vision was blurry and dim, but he did see, and the 


terror passed as quickly as it had come, leaving only a sinking feeling 
in his stomach and an equally deep sense of relief. At least he could 
see, and feeling was beginning to return to his limbs, albeit hesitantly 
and anything but painlessly. The first thing he felt was a warm, soft 
and at the same time rough touch on his face, as if someone were 
stroking his cheeks with soft sandpaper. The touch was 
uncomfortable. He tried to raise his hand to ward it off, but he didn't 
have the strength to do it yet. His whole defense consisted of a barely 
audible moan. 

Nevertheless, the feeling stopped shortly afterwards, he heard 
footsteps and thought he sensed that someone was in his immediate 
vicinity. Someone said something, and in a language he ought to 
understand. But his mind still wasn't working properly. 

Then a hand touched his shoulder, and somehow that touch 
broke the spell for good. Suddenly he had the strength to move and 
open his eyes. 

He looked Zacharias straight in the face. 

The boy was on his knees beside him and was looking at him with 
wide, worried eyes. His face was brittle with dirt and dried sweat and 
tears, but Indiana could still see that the skin underneath was 
terribly pale. Zechariah's lips trembled. He tried to say something 
but couldn't make a sound. 

Oddly enough, the fear on the boy's face helped Indiana finally 
conquer his own fear and weakness. He sat up awkwardly and very 
slowly, fending off Killer with an automatic movement, who came up 
again wagging his tail and tried to lick the other half of his face wet 
as well. Then he looked around. 

It was still dark night. But the cloud cover had broken, and here 
and there a few torches that Jake's men had left lying around still 
burned in the dust, so that he could at least get a glimpse of his 
surroundings. The Kramers’ 

farm was a terrifying sight. Wounded Indians lay or sat 
everywhere, and here and there he saw figures with lighter skin lying 
motionless on the ground or moving and groaning. Navajo Indians in 
bright war paint moved among them, tending to their injured 
comrades and making sure Jake's men did not flee, and some 
distance away - on the other side of the desecrated grave - stood an 
old, gray-haired Indian with traditional face paint and the brightly 


embroidered cloak of a medicine man staring blankly down into the 
pit. 

"How are you feeling, Dr. Jones?" 

Indiana tore his eyes from the medicine man and turned back to 
Zacharias. The boy's voice trembled as if he were fighting back tears. 

"It's... ok,” Indiana murmured. He tried to smile, but he felt how 
badly this attempt failed. "What happened? Where... did you come 
from so suddenly? And where are these Indians from?” “I brought 
them,” said Zacharias. 

"You?" 

Zacharias swallowed the lump in his throat and forced himself to 
nod. 

"They were ... on their way here," he said haltingly. “I ran to 
meet them when the men kidnapped mother and . . . and your 
friends.” “That was very smart of you,” Indiana said. He wasn't sure 
if that was true, but he also felt it was pointless to explain to Zach 
now that the help he'd enlisted might have been the cause of a 
senseless bloodbath. Besides, he hadn't behaved much smarter 
himself. 

"But where are they?” he asked. He looked around 
demonstratively. "Did the Indians take them away?" 

Zechariah shook his head. His eyes widened even more, and 
Indiana saw a new, deep terror in them, as if his question had 
reminded the boy of something that had terrified him to the core of 
his soul. "They're gone," he whispered. 

“Gone?” Indiana sat up a little more and asked again, “Gone? 
How do you mean? Did they... escape?” 

"No!" Zacharias shook his head violently. “They just... 
disappeared. 

There was this light, and all of a sudden there were these men and 
the houses and this strange town and—” He didn't continue, but 
suddenly bit his lip and couldn't hold back the tears any longer. 

Indiana looked down at the boy in amazement but said nothing 
more. 

But suddenly he felt the same abysmal terror he was seeing in 
Zach's eyes. These men and this strange city... 

So it wasn't a hallucination after all! Zacharias had described 
exactly what he thought he saw, a split second before he lost his 
senses. There had been figures, figures in long, colorful coats of 


feathers and fur, figures with bizarre animal and fantasy masks made 
of wood, who suddenly appeared out of nowhere, and for an 
infinitely brief moment it was there where there should only be night 
and rocky desert, he saw the outline of a strange city, towering to 
bizarre heights out of mud and clay. 

"What do you mean - gone?" he asked again, and in a tone much 
sharper than he intended, but born only of his own terror. 

"I don't know," Zacharias admitted. Tears dripped through the 
dirt on his face, but his voice was firmer than it had been a few 
moments before, as if he were dealing with the horror by talking 
about it. “The... the light was suddenly there, and those men, and... 
and when it was gone, Mother and everyone else wasn't there either. 
I don't know where they went." 

"The boy is telling the truth, white man," said a voice behind him. 

Indiana looked up and into the face of the old Indian he had just 
seen over by the grave. He had approached so silently that Indiana 
had not noticed. "And you and I both know where they went too." 

The feeling of incredulous terror did not abate but spread more 
and more rapidly and cripplingly throughout Indiana. He didn't 
know what the old man's words meant, but that was clearly because 
he refused to understand them. "I'm afraid I don't understand what 
you mean," he said uncertainly. 

"Who are you?" 

A mild smile of forgiveness crossed the old man's wrinkled 
features. "I am Gray Bear." 

"Gray Bear?" Indiana looked down at Zacharias in amazement. 
"The same one who-" 

"The boy told you about me,” interrupted the medicine man, "just 
as he told me about you. So, there's no need for either of us to 
pretend we don't know who we're dealing with." 

Indiana felt more and more helpless. Though he spoke very 
slowly and moved with difficulty, Gray Bear was far from frail for his 
old age, and his senses were far from dull. Though his eyes had 
become cloudy over untold years, they seemed to look into Indiana's 
mind, and for a few seconds he had to fight with all his might the 
absurd notion that the Navajo was reading his thoughts effortlessly, 
as if he was speaking them out loud. 

At least he seemed to be able to guess it, as he began to 
understand how difficult it was for Indiana to accept what had 


happened. "The old folk took them," said Gray Bear. "The white men 
who desecrated their ruler's tomb, and all who were with them. They 
are now in the place they have been so desperately looking for. In the 
old world.” 

"The old world . . ." Indiana repeated the words almost in awe, 
and once more the sight of that bizarre, alien city he had thought he 
saw in the blazing light rose before his eyes. 

And as eerie and strange as the sight of it had been, he had seen it 
before. 

He no longer remembered when and where that had been, but he 
knew this place. 

"You... you mean they're..." He didn't continue, turning his head 
to look at where Petryk's box had been. 

It was gone. You could still see where it had been, because it's 
shape had dug deep into the soft ground, but something told him it 
hadn't simply been carried away. 

Gray Bear nodded as if he'd guessed his thoughts again. "The 
white man's magic is gone too,” he said, "now that it has had an 
effect.” An almost appreciative smile touched his lips and then faded 
again. "It was very strong," he said. “Almost as strong as that of the 
old world. It's a good thing it's gone." 

It took a lot of strength for Indiana not to let these words fill him 
with terror. He just sat there for a few seconds, looking alternately at 
Zacharias and Gray Bear, then stood up with awkward movements, 
slowly rotated once on his axis, and then turned back to the medicine 
man. "I'm very sorry about what happened," he said. “I wanted to 
prevent it, believe me. Were many your brothers killed?” 

Gray Bear smiled; that was a reaction that confused Indiana at 
first. "The Great Spirit was lenient with us," he said. "Many of my 
brothers were wounded, but he called none." 

If Gray Bear is telling the truth, Indiana thought, the "Great 
Spirit" had not only been lenient but wrought a miracle -- hardly any 
of the Navajo had escaped uninjured, and he had seen for himself 
how ruthless Jake's men had used their guns. 

"Where... where is everyone now, Dr. Jones?” asked Zacharias. 
He too had gotten up again. He had himself under control now and 
wasn't crying anymore, but there was a heartbroken look in his eyes. 
"Where did they take Mom and the others?" 


Indiana didn't answer. He couldn't. And it wasn't because he 
didn't know the answer to Zach's question--in fact, he did. He simply 
refused with all his might to even admit the truth to himself, let alone 
speak it out loud. "Tell him, Dr. Jones,” said Gray Bear. "He has a 
right to know the truth." 

Zacharias blinked in confusion and then looked at him again in 
terror, and Indiana felt so helpless for a few moments that he wanted 
to cry out. 

Was there anything worse than the look in the eyes of a child who 
trusts you and whom you have deeply disappointed? "I...don't know 
if I can do this,” 

he said evasively. Gray Bear started to say something, but Indiana 
went on quickly, his voice slightly raised, "You have to understand. 
It... I'm having a hard time believing what I saw. And even harder 
time believing what I know 


"I understand that," said Gray Bear. He looked at Indiana very 
seriously and very intently for several endless seconds, then made an 
elusive gesture and turned to Zacharias with a smile. 

"They are in a place no one can reach," he said. "You remember 
the man who came to die in your house?" Zacharias nodded silently. 

"Your mother is now in a place where that man came from," Gray 
Bear continued. "It's a better world than this. A world without fear 
and pain, where no one ages and no one ever gets sick, and where 
evil people have no power to destroy the lives of others.” 

Zacharias took a deep, violent breath, and Indiana realized far too 
late what those words must mean to the boy. "Don't take this the 
wrong way,’ he said quickly. He made a reassuring gesture in Gray 
Bear's direction and squatted in front of Zacharias so that their faces 
were level. Gingerly, he reached out and placed his hands on Zach's 
shoulders, and when the boy didn't respond, gently forced him to 
look at him. "They're still alive,” he said. "Gray Bear wasn't trying to 
gently tell you they were dead." 

"Is that true?" Zacharias looked up at the medicine man, his eyes 
wide with fear. Gray Bear nodded but looked very confused at the 
same time. 

"It's not your fault," Indiana said to the old Navajo. “You don't 
know his faith. What you described to him is like the paradise 


Kenworthy and his parents told him about.” He turned back to 
Zacharias. "Don't worry, nothing happened to them." 

"They...are they still alive?" 

"Of course,” Indiana said, a tad too hasty and confident even for 
his own liking. "And I think I know where they are." And how to get 
to them, he added mentally. 

But he was careful not to say so. 

"But where are they?" 

"It's hard to explain," Indiana murmured. He took his hands off 
Zach's shoulders and stood up again. Gray Bear looked at him 
without saying a word, but Indiana read in his eyes that he was okay 
with telling the boy the truth. “You see, Zacharias,” he began 
awkwardly, “you were there when I told Jill and her sister the 

tale of the Anasazi?” The boy nodded. 

"There's something I didn't tell you," Indiana said. “Not because 
it was a special secret, but because I didn't think it was important. 
Legend has it that the Anasazi went to a place that was off this world 
where they could live in peace. I took it for a fairy tale. I didn't 
believe it, but..." 

"This place exists," said Gray Bear. "You both saw it." Zacharias 
obviously needed time to process what he had heard. But then he had 
thought it through to the end. "But then we can go there and free 
Mom!" he said excitedly. "I mean, if... if all those strangers came 
from there, and Kenworthy and the others and my mother went 
there, then surely there must be a way to -" 

"There isn't," Gray Bear interrupted gently. There was regret in 
his voice, but it also sounded very determined. "I'm sorry, boy. The 
ancient folk sealed the door to their world forever after stepping 
through it.” He pointed to where Petryk's machine had stood. "It was 
the white man's spell that broke that seal. However, they took that 
spell with them so it would never be opened again.” 

"Then... then Mom and the others can never come back?" 
Zacharias whispered. 

"I'm afraid so," said Gray Bear. He looked at Indiana, but Indiana 
said nothing. The bad thing wasn't what Zacharias wanted to know. 
The bad part was what he hadn't said, but surely knew as clearly as 
the Navajo and Indiana themselves. That it was Indy's fault. Jt was he 
who turned on Petryk's infernal machine, opening the maw into that 
alien world that had swallowed Zach's mother and everyone else. 


After a while Gray Bear realized that Indiana would not add 
anything and kept looking down at Zacharias. "But I'm sure nothing 
will happen to your mother and the others. The ancient people were 
very wise and did not use violence. They left this world because it 
could no longer bear the hate, anger and violence and it created a 
place of love and happiness for itself. Your mother is in that place 
now and she will be content and happy as long as she lives there. And 
that will be a very, very long time.” 

That's no consolation for a nine-year-old boy, thought Indiana. 
Surely Gray Bear knew that as well as he did, or he could see it on 
Zacharias’ face at that moment at least - but what else could he say? 
There were situations where words - no matter which ones - could 
not help but only make things worse. And this was undoubtedly one 
of them. 

"But then...then..." Zacharias began to stutter, fighting back tears 
for a second and then losing his self-control finally. With a sob he 
threw himself on Indiana's chest, clung to him with all his might and 
began to cry uncontrollably. 

Gray Bear looked down at the boy sadly, seemed about to say 
something, but settled on shaking his head in sympathy. "My 
brothers and I will go now, Dr. Jones,” he said. “Our task here is 
done. No one will dare desecrate the grave now. There is no reason 
anymore. What they were looking for was never there.” 

Indiana said nothing. He could have said a lot more. There were 
hundreds of questions that this old man probably knew the answer to 
and Indy would have given his right hand to have answered an hour 
ago. Now none of it seemed important enough to break the silence. 
He nodded wordlessly, and Gray Bear returned the gesture after a 
second, then turned to walk back toward the other Indians with slow, 
dignified strides. 

The Navajo had used the time their medicine man was talking to 
Indiana and Zach to tend their wounded enough that most of them 
could walk on their own. The few who could not were carried by 
them; as were those of Jake's men who could no longer walk. 
Apparently there had been no deaths among them either. For a brief 
moment, Indiana worried as he realized that the Navajo were going 
to take these men with them, but only for a brief moment. He 
certainly knew that they would not harm them. They were simply 


tending their worst wounds, rather than chasing the bandits back 
where they came from. 

As most of the Navajo gradually disappeared into the night, some 
set about burying the hole in the grave Jake's men had dug. It 
happened very quickly, for the loose earth had been piled up in 
mounds on either side of the grave, which they had only to push back 
into the hole, and yet Indiana felt that inside he must be dying of 
impatience until even these last men finally had done their work and 
followed their brothers. And even then, he waited a good five 
minutes before he was completely convinced that he was alone in the 
yard with Zacharias. 

The boy had stopped crying, but his face was a frozen mask of 
pain, and when Indiana gently pushed him away and forced him to 
look at him, his eyes went nowhere near him. 

"They're gone, Zacharias," Indiana said. 

Zach didn't respond. In fact, Indy was sure he hadn't even heard 
his words. He started to repeat them louder, thought better of it, and 
crouched down again to put his hands on Zacharias’ shoulders. 

"Zacharias, listen to me," he said softly. Killer came over, tail 
wagging, and nudged him for a pet, but this time Indiana pushed 
him away impatiently. The dog acknowledged this with a confused 
look and an almost pathetic whine, but Zacharias didn't take any 
notice of that either, instead continuing to stare into space. 

"I think there's a way to help your mother and the others," 
Indiana said. 

"She... she's gone," Zach said dully. "She's never coming back. 
First Dad left, and now Mom.” 

"But that's not true!" said Indiana. 'We'll find your father and 
your mother and the others too, believe me! My friends have 
disappeared too.” 

Life returned to Zechariah's eyes for the first time. But not 
completely, and even just for a tiny moment. 

"Listen to me," Indiana said urgently. "I couldn't say anything 
before, because I'm sure they would have stopped us if they had 
known - but there is a way to get to that old world Gray Bear spoke 
of." 

And this time Zacharias responded. He said nothing, but there 
was a glimmer of hope in his eyes. Only it was mixed with fear. 


"The disc the Indian gave you," Indiana said. "Do you still have 
it?" 

Zechariah nodded. "Yes. But you .. . you said that it. . . that it is 
absolutely worthless.” 

"I thought so, too," Indiana admitted. “So did everyone else — 
thank God! 

But I think I was wrong. I suspect it is just what Reverend 
Kenworthy and the others were looking for in that grave.” 

Zacharias obviously didn't understand a word, but he reached 
under his jacket and pulled out the package. Indiana took it carefully 
from his hands, laid it even more carefully on the ground in front of 
them and unwrapped it with pointed fingers. Zacharias watched him 
with big eyes. 

With infinite care Indy removed the double layer of wrapping 
paper and cloth, picked up the disk and turned it in his hands. It was 
still the same brightly painted piece of clay that he had 
spontaneously estimated to be worth about five dollars, and yet 
suddenly he felt he could sense the immense power imprisoned in 
that piece of baked earth. 

"What... is it?" Zach whispered. 

"I'm not exactly sure, either," Indy admitted - and even that was 
actually a shameless exaggeration. He didn't know anything at all. All 
he had was a desperate hope. Still, he went on as confidently as he 
could. “But I think that's what Gray Bear was talking about: the key 
to the ancient world of the Anasazi. I just can't imagine they 
slammed the door behind them and sealed it forever. Nobody would 
do such a thing." 

"Then .. . that's why this Jake and the others were after our 
farm?" Zach asked. He widened his eyes in disbelief. 

"I suppose so," Indy said. “You know, I know Jake. He's been 
plundering this country's treasures for as long as I can remember. If 
he heard about the way to the lost world of the Anasazi, then he 
couldn't help but look for it. 

That fool probably suspects some fabulous gold treasure's there!" 

"Could there be?" 

"I don't think so," Indy said. "The Anasazi were not a rich 
people." 

"And I had it with me the whole time," Zach whispered. His pain 
was gone. Suddenly he was just excited. At times, Indiana felt 


something akin to envy at the childlike innocence of this boy who 
could so suddenly shift from one state of mind to another. And he 
sent a prayer to heaven that he wasn't mistaken and that the hope he 
had given Zach would not just be followed by an even greater 
disappointment. 

"What are we waiting for, Dr. Jones?” Zach asked impatiently. 

Indiana held up a hand. "Not so fast," he said. "I'm afraid it's 
quite a long journey to where we need to bring this key. Have you 
already forgotten what you told me about the stranger? He must 
have come from very far." 

"But you know from where?" 

"I think so," Indiana said, smiling. "But there's another problem. 
I'm afraid Jake and his cronies know the place, too. And if Jake 
himself has disappeared, it's guaranteed to be swarming with his 
men. We're going to need help.” Suddenly, almost against his will, he 
grinned. "But I think I know a solution." 


The Rocky Desert of Utah 
September 3, 1943 
4:30 a.m. 


Malone's camp was exactly where Jane had described, and it took 
them less than half an hour to reach it. But there was a small 
problem: Indiana had left Zacharias in a small cave nearby and 
stalked in the best of Indian fashion. He had used every shadow, 
every natural cover, and every unevenness to sneak up on the camp 
unseen. Which he had succeeded in doing. Nobody had noticed him. 

Perhaps that was mainly due to the fact that the camp was 
deserted... 

For a while Indiana just sat there, feeling pretty foolish that he 
had snuck up to a completely empty camp like a late descendant of 
Winnetou. The fire had burned down to a small ember that could be 
seen only a few feet away, even in the blackness of the night. A 
sleeping bag was spread out in a niche between two rocks, and here 
and there little silvery nuggets glittered in the moonlight, which on 
closer inspection turned out to be balls of tinfoil rolled up. Indiana 
smelled them. Apparently, there was a chocolate lover among 
Malone's men. 


Indiana looked around indecisively. For a moment he was just at 
a loss. 

He couldn't even say for sure if Malone and his cutthroats would 
go along with his suggestion—but he hadn't even considered the 
possibility that they simply weren't there. 

However, he would probably just have to be a little patient, it 
seemed. 

Malone's men had left pretty much everything they brought with 
them - 

including their guns. A double-barreled shotgun was lying next to 
the campfire. Strange. For all his recklessness, he just couldn't 
imagine Malone leaving his gun behind. Unless they had to leave 
their camp in the greatest haste... 

Indiana began looking around a second time, more carefully, and 
in a few moments found what he was looking for: a broken 
arrowhead stuck in the cotton lining of the sleeping bag, and the 
imprint of a moccasin in the fine ash by the fire. Malone and Co. had 
obviously had a visit from the Navajos as well. 

As he straightened, he heard the sound of hasty footsteps, and 
suddenly Zacharias, out of breath, stood before him. Killer was 
running next to him, and the black bitch was back. Both dogs had 
their ears pressed close to their skulls and their tails tucked between 
their hind legs. 

They were scared. But of what? 

"What's going on?" Indiana asked, alarmed. "You should-" 

"Malone!" Zacharias interrupted breathlessly. "He comes. And 
the others too! They almost got me! We have to go!" 

Indiana made no attempt to flee, however, but rather looked with 
interest into the shadows between the rocks from which Zach had 
fallen. In fact, something was moving there. 

"Malone?" Indiana asked quietly. 

The motion repeated, and then an even deeper shadow appeared 
in the darkness. He was very tall. 

"Jonas?" a voice asked suspiciously. Indiana heard noises behind 
him now, too. Malone's crooks were closing in on him. Indiana didn't 
think it remarkable that they weren't doing it very well; or even 
quietly. 

Indiana sighed. "It's Jones," he said, "but otherwise it's true." 

"What do you want, Jonas?" Malone asked. 


"To talk to you," Indiana replied. "I think I have an interesting 
proposition for you." 

"Talk?" Indiana could almost hear Malone's frown. "That's 
another dirty trick of yours, isn't it?" He took half a step closer and 
became a black shape with sharply defined edges. "Did you set those 
redskins on us?" 

"No," Indiana replied. "At least not directly." 

"I don't believe a word you say, Jonas," Malone said. 'Don't move. 
One wrong move and bang! I have my sights on you!” 

“Oh?” said Indiana, bending down and picking up the rifle. 
"Really?" 

Malone said nothing. 

"Damn it, Malone, turn on your little brain," Indiana said angrily. 
"Do you really think I'd come here unarmed and risk my life if I had a 
whole Indian army at my disposal? I need you Malone! And you me!” 

"You need me?" Malone stepped completely out of the shadows 
but stopped immediately. His eyes darted around suspiciously, and 
the expression on his face spoke volumes. He sensed a trap. Indiana 
would have fared no differently in his place. Wardrobe emerged from 
the darkness behind Malone. He held a huge club in his right hand. 

"What do you want, Jonas?" Malone asked. 

"Just one answer," Indiana said nervously. "An honest answer, 
Malone." 

Malone frowned with an effort, as if trying to figure out what that 
word even meant. Then he nodded. 

"What is it you want, Malone?" Indiana asked. "Really only 
Petryk's device?" 

Malone's eyes narrowed. "What is this, Jonas?” he asked. 

"T'll tell you,” Indiana replied. "I want your word that you'll leave 
Shlomo and me and the others alone when you get the device." 

"What if I lie?” Malone asked. 

"T'll take the risk," Indiana replied. "But I don't think so. I know 
you better than you think." 

Malone was silent for endless seconds. Then he nodded, but in a 
way as if it cost him infinite effort. "Good," he said. "I swear it. 
Where is the thing?" 

Indiana breathed a sigh of relief. "Well, Malone," he said, "that's 
exactly the point of this. I need your help. Yours and your men's. Do 
you have a car?" 


Malone nodded automatically. "Yes. Why?" 
"OK. Then listen..." 


New Mexico 
Pueblo Bonito Chaco Canyon 
September 7, 1943 


The place was an awe-inspiring sight, even — or maybe especially so 
— in the last light of sunset. The buildings stood out in bizarre black 
shadows against the flaming red of the sky, and it took only a little 
imagination to see in them the shattered battlements of a fairytale 
castle, over which lay a somber magic, as if it had been the secret of 
this place since time immemorial guarded. 

Maybe, thought Indiana, this idea wasn't as fantastic as it first 
seemed. 

In fact, it couldn't be, otherwise not only would they have come 
here for nothing, but then Petryk, Zach's mother, and everyone else 
would be lost, and... 

He banished the gloomy thought. He was oddly sure he was right. 
There could be no other explanation, fantastic as the idea seemed at 
first. And actually, not only at first ... 

He focused on the figure standing at the entrance to the Sun City. 
The sunset light turned it into a black shadow too, differing from the 
outline of the Cyclopean ruins beyond in only two ways: on the one 
hand, it moved from time to time to gain a little warmth. And on the 


other hand, it carried a semi-automatic rifle casually in the crook of 
its arm. The guy hardly worried Indiana. But his gun did. The city 
was laid out in a semicircle, and the terrain in front of the open side 
was completely flat and uncovered. With a weapon like this, the guy 
could stop an entire army if they tried to get close to him... 

Indiana carefully lowered himself back into the boulder's cover. 
He was not alone, but here, among the rocks, it was already pitch 
black, so that he saw the figures of the others only as shadows, 
moving somewhere near him; but only after he had prompted them 
to do so with an appropriate gesture. 

On this point at least, Indiana's wildest expectations had been 
exceeded. To say that he and Malone's gang had become friends over 
the past two days would certainly have been an exaggeration. But 
something had happened that was certainly even more valuable in 
their current situation: Malone and his men recognized his authority. 
Three days ago, Indiana would have laughed at the mere thought of 
such a thing, but the fact was that he was making the decisions at the 
moment. And giving the orders. 

"How many is it?" asked one of the shadows. From the sound of 
the voice, it was Malone. He whispered, although that was an 
exaggeration. 

They were half a mile from the entrance to the city and the wind 
was blowing against them. 

"I can only see one," Indiana replied. "But that doesn't mean 
there aren't more. We have to be careful." 

"Why don't we just blow his head off?" Wardrobe asked. “Malone 
is good with a gun. No problem. Not even a few steps. “ 

"Sure," Malone sighed. Indiana couldn't see his face in the 
darkness, but he thought he heard the crime boss roll his eyes. "And 
thirty seconds later there's a whole army here! Shut up, Wardrobe!" 

"Just an idea," Wardrobe murmured, but decided not to continue. 

"It wasn't that stupid," Indiana said. "At least in substance - if not 
in detail. But you're right about one thing, Wardrobe. We gotta take 
this guy down somehow. But only in a way," he added, his voice 
slightly raised, 

"that he survives." 

"Why?" Wardrobe asked. 

"Because we might need him, you idiot," Malone snapped. He 
sighed audibly. “Okay, Jonas, listen: Hook and I are going to take a 


close look at this. Maybe there's another way to get in there after all." 

"Hardly," said Indiana. “I know this town, and—” 

"No one doubts that, Dr. Jonas,” Malone interrupted softly but 
firmly. 

"Nevertheless, I prefer to convince myself. You never know... I'm 
more comfortable having my back free." 

Indiana was silent for a moment. He didn't like the idea of 
sending Malone and his dimwitted assistant out there alone. But he 
also knew that Malone was right. Jake's gangsters have been digging 
for treasures for a good six months now, which they mistakenly 
assumed to be here. God only knew what damage they may have 
done during that time. 

"Okay," he said. "But be careful. And please ..." 

"No detours, I know," Malone said. He laughed softly. "Don't 
worry, Jonas. I don't care about that old junk. My employers are 
paying me around a million for Petryk's box of wonders. Do you 
think I'll jeopardize it for some old bling?” 

He didn't wait for Indiana's reply but disappeared into the night 
with Hook. Indiana watched them until they melted into the shadows 
of dawn. It never ceased to amaze him how silently and lithely this 
clumsy man could move. 

Malone and his gang had confused him more and more over the 
past few days anyway. Willy-nilly, they had had to make the journey 
this far in close proximity to one another, because the "car" Malone 
had referred to in a fit of megalomania had turned out to be a rickety 
wrecked truck with just enough room for Malone and a passenger. 
The others had had to huddle together in the tiny truck bed; 
including the two dogs. And while Malone's men, like Indiana, had 
done their best to be as aloof as possible, Indiana soon realized 
something was wrong with these "hard-nosed fellows." He couldn't 
put the feeling into words, but it wasn't the first time he'd felt it: 
Malone and his men didn't really strike him as real gangsters at all. 
More like... yes, like kids who wanted to play gangsters. 

What contradicted this impression, however, was the fact that 
these children had made very real attempts to kill Shlomo and him a 
couple of times... 

"What's all this trash here?" Wardrobe's voice penetrated his 
thoughts. 


It took a few seconds for Indiana to even grasp what Wardrobe 
meant. 

"Trash?" 

"All those old clothes," Wardrobe repeated, nodding at the city. 

"Those old clothes,” Indiana replied pointedly, "are the remnants 
of one of the most amazing cultures this country has ever produced." 
"Oh?" said Wardrobe. 

"Just look at the houses," Indiana went on. “Some of them are up 
to four stories high! Do you even know what that means? They really 
are skyscrapers, and some of them are a thousand years old!” 

"There are taller ones in Chicago," Wardrobe replied laconically. 

"You're a philistine, Wardrobe," Indiana said. But he had trouble 
suppressing a smile. “That being said, I have my doubts there will be 
as many of those in Chicago in a thousand years as there are in 
Pueblo Bonito." 

"Pueblo what?" 

"That town ahead of us." Indiana sighed. "Tell me, Wardrobe - 
am I boring you?" 

Wardrobe tried, unsuccessfully, to stifle a yawn. "Nope," he 
mumbled. 

“Not at all. Keep talking, little professor. It's really exciting, all the 
stories about old sweaty feet and stuff.” Indiana rolled his eyes. "You 
mean Blackfeet." 

"That's what I said." Wardrobe yawned again. 

"These weren't Blackfeet Indians," Indiana answered patiently. 
He smiled fleetingly. "You don't have to pretend you care out of 
politeness, Wardrobe." 

"I'm not,” Wardrobe replied. "I'm really interested. I've always 
been interested in old stuff. Columbus and such. The guy was good. 
Got a whole continent for himself.” He yawned so wide it almost 
scared Indiana he was going to bite his own ears and nodded down at 
the town. "What are those funny holes in the ground?" 

"Kivas," Indiana answered automatically. Wardrobe gave him a 
questioning look and Indiana started to explain at some length. "No 
one really knows what they were used for," he said. "But they were 
probably just living quarters that were put halfway underground." 

"How convenient," Wardrobe murmured. "No corners for dirt to 
collect." 


Indiana had never looked at it from that standpoint. 
Nevertheless, he nodded. "You're right. They are all exactly circular. 
But I don't think they thought so. The Anasazi had a fondness for 
round shapes. I don't think you'll find a dozen right angles in all of 
Pueblo Bonito, other than the windows. 

Have you noticed that even the city is shaped like a semicircle?" 

Wardrobe grunted a response that Indiana didn't quite catch, but 
that didn't really matter anymore. After two days of speaking next to 
nothing, he probably would have lectured to a stone. Especially since 
Wardrobe's interest — real or fake — had awakened the scientist in 
him and his enthusiasm was beginning to get the better of him. 

"There's a reason,” he continued. "It gets very cold here at night, 
you know, and the winters could be damn harsh. The city is designed 
so that the buildings capture every last ray of sunlight and retain 
heat. Considering how old it is, that's an incredible achievement. And 
that's not all. Just look at the massive blocks of rock from which the 
houses are built! The Anasazi knew neither metal to make tools from 
nor the wheel to transport heavy loads. To this day, no one knows 
exactly how they managed all of this.” 

Wardrobe grunted again, something Indiana didn't quite 
understand, and Indiana went on again, and with almost more 
enthusiasm, "If the Kivas were indeed living quarters, then Pueblo 
Bonito must have been a massive city. 

There are more than nine hundred of them. Presumably each one 
used to have a domed roof made of stone. It must have been a 
fantastic sight!" 

This time there was no further comment from Wardrobe. He let 
out a very audible snore in return, and Indiana spent the next thirty 
seconds looking down at him, feeling pretty stupid. He wondered 
how long Wardrobe had been asleep. 

But then he heard a voice: 

"That was very interesting, Dr. Jones." 

He looked up and into Zechariah's face. The boy squatted beside 
him, legs crossed. Killer sat on his right and the black retriever on his 
left. All three looked very interested. 

"Oh?" Indiana smiled wryly. "Oh well. Still interesting enough 
that fifty percent of my listeners fell asleep. I just hope it doesn't stay 
that way when I get back to the college.” 

“Were they rich?” Zach asked. 


Indiana didn't understand what he meant right away. "Who?" 

"The Anasazi," Zacharias explained. "Did they have treasures? 
Gold, jewels and such?" 

"Rich...?" Indiana thought for a moment, then made what was a 
mixture of a shrug and a shake of the head. "They certainly weren't 
poor,” 

he said. "They made their living. Clothes, a roof over their heads 
and their weapons. They were a wealthy people for that time. But 
rich? I don't think they cared much about material possessions. In 
any case, they are not known to have left any treasure." 

"But what are they doing here?" Zach asked. "Jake and his people, 
I mean." 

That was the question Indiana had been pondering almost non- 
stop for the past two days—without coming up with any even halfway 
satisfactory answer. He sighed. "If only I knew! Of course, there's 
always something to sell... to a museum, to collectors...” He gestured 
vaguely. “But there's nothing valuable here that warrants the effort. 
I've known this Jake guy for a long time, you know? He may be a 
villain, but he's not a fool. He's made a living plundering this country 
for thirty years. If he comes here with an army and goes as far as 
kidnapping and murdering people, then there must be something 
damn valuable here. But I haven't the faintest idea what that could 
be." 

Zach was disappointed but trying hard not to let that feeling show 
too clearly. 

"We'll find out," Indiana smiled encouragingly. "Do not worry. As 
soon as Malone gets back, we're off.” They had already laid out the 
rough outlines of a plan beforehand. Indiana wasn't very comfortable 
taking the boy with him. But he would have been even more uneasy 
at the thought of leaving him behind. There might be no turning back 
from where they were going. 

"Do you think my mom and dad are here?" Zacharias asked 
suddenly. 

Indiana had expected and feared the question. He had prepared a 
dozen answers that were as convincing as they were meaningless, but 
now, looking into Zach's eyes and seeing the fear in them, he just 
couldn't bring himself to lie anymore. 

"I don't know," he admitted. "But I hope so. If not, then... then I 
don’t know what to do.” 


Deep sorrow began to spread across Zach's face, and Indiana 
quickly but unconvincedly went on optimistically, "Hey - cheer up. 
They're my friends too, you know? We'll find them. There are a lot of 
people who say I'm lucky." 

Zacharias smiled, but Indiana could see very clearly that he was 
only doing it to do him a favor and to encourage himself a little. 

The conversation had taken a turn that seemed to have left 
something uneasy behind, so they both fell into an uncomfortable 
silence as they waited for Malone and Hook. 

Indiana was becoming less and less comfortable in his own skin. 

Zacharias’ question had reminded him of something he'd been 
successfully repressing for days: the fact that what they were about to 
do was by far the craziest thing he'd ever done. 

Crazy things were part of his life, so to speak, and he had seen 
some things with his own eyes, experienced some things or even 
done them that others would have declared impossible with 
complete conviction. But he had never embarked on such a risk, and 
what was more, because of an idea that could only really be called 
absurd and which ... 

The sound of soft footsteps penetrated his thoughts. Indiana 
looked up, almost startled, to see Malone and Hook returning. Hook 
silently scurried over to his cronies and began a hushed conversation 
while Malone made a beeline for Indiana and kicked Wardrobe 
which made him jump with a startled grunt. 

"You were right, Jonas," he began. “There's only one way into the 
city." 

"Guarded?" 

"Just the one guy," Malone replied. "And he's not very observant. 
If I had wanted to, I could have stolen his shoes and he wouldn't have 
even known. I reckon he'll be getting comfortable for a little nap in 
half an hour at the latest. He seems to feel very safe." 

"Why not?” said Indiana. "Hardly anyone ever comes here." 
Malone shrugged. 

"That was the good news," he said. "And the bad news?" 

"First, that they feel so safe," Malone replied. "I do not like it. 
Someone who's that reckless is either stupid or they have a damn 
good reason to feel safe. And from the way you described this Jake, 
he really doesn't strike me as a fool.” 


Indiana studiously ignored the question hidden in Malone's 
words. "And secondly?" 

The gang boss hesitated. He looked down at Zach, and Indiana 
understood. "Go ahead," he said. "I think he has a right to know the 
truth. 

After all, it's about his parents.” 

"What... what about them?" Zach asked, startled. 

"Nothing." Malone made a reassuring gesture. "I just don't think 
they're here." He turned back to Indiana. “And probably not the 
others either. We found their horses. It's eight. If the others didn't 
come on foot, then there's just half a dozen of these guys here.” 

"Maybe...we passed them," Zach said. "We had one car." 

"We're here," Indiana said firmly. "Don't worry." 

Malone looked at him doubtfully. "This Jake had a good thirty 
people with him," he said. “And then there are your friends and the 
boy's parents. I don't want to sound smart, but I don't think Hook 
and I overlooked a good forty people that easily.” 

“They're here,” Indiana repeated. "Just not over there." 

"Aha," Malone said. 

"What I mean is that you only see a small part of the city from 
here," 

Indiana explained. “Most of it is underground. There's a whole 
maze of tunnels and subterranean passages." That was a fiction. The 
Anasazi had built high-rise buildings a thousand years ago, but 
Indiana knew there wasn't even such a thing as a basement in all of 
Pueblo Bonito; let alone an underground labyrinth. But that story 
clearly sounded more compelling than the truth. 

"Whatever you say, Jonas," Malone finally said. "All right then - 
let's get these guys." 

He started to get up, but Indiana held him back with a wave of his 
hand. 

"Not now." 

Malone blinked. "What are we waiting for?” "For the sunrise," 
answered Indiana. 

Malone and Wardrobe exchanged a surprised look. "Is there any 
reason for that?" Wardrobe asked. 

"There is," Indiana said. "But I'm afraid you wouldn't believe me." 

Wardrobe sighed. But he obediently lowered himself back to the 
ground and laid the back of his head against the hard stone. "You're 


the boss," he said. 


Probably the only one who got enough sleep that night was the guard 
left by Jake's men at the entrance to Anasazi city. In any case, he was 
snoring so loud it could be heard half a mile away, and persistently 
enough that Indiana was surprised none of the other thugs noticed 
and came to check. Maybe they didn't care either. The lads were 
obviously feeling so secure that perhaps they had posted the guard 
out of habit rather than necessity. In any case, the snoring continued 
unabated throughout the night, and it did not stop until an hour 
before dawn-which, however, was less due to the tomb robber's 
suddenly awakened sense of duty than to the fact that he was having 
his hands and feet bound and a huge gag placed between snores very 
deeply between his teeth... Indiana took it upon himself to sneak up 
on the man and take him down, and it almost went wrong, because 
the fellow woke up just as Indiana was assaulting him and had to try 
to deepen his sleep a little more with a punch to the tip of his chin, so 
that there was a wild scramble and shoving that ensued for a few 
moments before Malone rushed to his aid, so that with their 
combined strength they were finally able to overpower the guy and 
wrestle him down. Malone said nothing, but his eyes spoke volumes. 
Nevertheless, Indiana did not regret his decision. He hadn't wanted 
to take on the post alone to play the hero - Wardrobe could certainly 
have done that quicker and with less risk. But Indiana had wanted to 
make sure the man survived the attack... 

"Okay, Jonas," Malone whispered after they'd tied the guard up 
tight and seized the heavy flashlight from his belt along with his gun. 
"And now?" 

Indiana looked around. The city was now within reach, but in the 
darkness, everything seemed different, different in a strange, 
uncomfortable way - bigger, darker, somehow... menacing. Strange, 
he thought with a shudder. It wasn't the first time he'd been here, not 
even the first time he'd come here at night, and yet everything 
seemed new and unfamiliar to him. 

The jumble of shadows and geometric shapes before them was 
indescribable, but it was too clear for him to ignore. Something he 


didn't know was hostile or friendly, but whose presence he felt as 
clearly as the approach of a heavy thunderstorm. 

He shook off the idea with an effort and pointed to the left. A 
couple of times during the night hours they had seen a glimmer of 
light there. Malone nodded silently and gestured with his hand. Two 
of the faceless shadows among their companions scurried away 
almost silently, the others didn't move. 

They waited a while to give Wardrobe and Hook the time they 
needed to approach the grave robbers’ camp from the opposite 
direction, then sneaked on. 

Though they moved very cautiously, Indiana felt as if they were 
making a noise like a walking herd of elephants. During the night, 
every sound was ten times louder than normal. The faint crunch of 
dust and small pebbles beneath his feet seemed amplified, echoing 
off unseen walls around him, and even the sound of his breathing 
seemed unnaturally loud and piercing. 

His heart was pounding. If his suspicions were correct, then they 
might be on the verge of solving the biggest mystery the planet knew. 
Was it any wonder he was nervous? 

They paused a few times to get their bearings. They'd last seen the 
light an hour or so ago, but as Indiana listened, he heard another 
snore—and this time not just from a single man. 

He exchanged a look of agreement with Malone, tiptoed on - and 
nearly kicked the first of Jake's men in the face. It was literally at the 
very last moment that he realized they had reached camp, Jake's men 
were lying around a dead campfire, and there were far more of them 
than Indiana had expected. Of the eight horses they'd found, he'd 
automatically guessed eight men, but that wasn't true. Indiana 
counted ten figures here alone, curled up under their blankets and 
snoring in competition; Including the guard whom they had 
overpowered, there were eleven. And he had no guarantee that these 
men were the only ones here. Damn, did Jake have a whole army 
here? And if so - why? 

He hastily retreated to the shelter of a chest-high section of wall, 
gestured for Malone to do the same, and looked around, heart 
pounding. All of a sudden, he felt like he was walking into a trap - no, 
wrong: to have walked into a trap. Something was wrong here. But 
he just didn't know what that was. 


"What's the matter, Jonas?" Malone asked. "What are you waiting 
for? 

We'll never get a better chance!" 

"Exactly," Indiana murmured. "It's almost too good." 

Malone obviously didn't understand a word, but he didn't argue 
either, he just looked at Indiana in total confusion while Indiana 
watched the camp site suspiciously. Nothing stirred, apart from the 
occasional movement of one of the figures in their sleep. Maybe he 
was just seeing ghosts. 

Or maybe not. His gaze swept over the motionless shadows again 
and finally settled on one of them. Something was wrong with him. 
It... 

It wasn't the shadow of a man, but that of a dog. A very large - 
and very alert dog, lying motionless but with ears pricked up and 
looking straight at them. And a guard dog who notices an intruder 
and doesn't peep must be either exceptionally bad - or exceptionally 
well trained. And something told him that Jake wouldn't take a 
particularly bad watchdog with him if he set out on one of this 
country's greatest mysteries with hopes of preying on the trail to 
come... 

"It's a trap!" he cried. "Let's get out of here!" 

With a bound he jumped to his feet and around - and doubled 
over again with a cry of pain. Colorful stars danced in front of his 
eyes and for a moment he couldn't breathe. As if from far, far away 
he heard Malone scream and then the dull, slapping sounds of an 
angry scuffle. A dog began to growl angrily and a second later bark. 
Zach screamed. 

It was the sound that snapped Indiana back to reality. Fighting 
down the excruciating pain in his stomach with all his might, he 
staggered to his feet - 

and froze in mid-movement as the cold metal of a rifle muzzle 
dug into his neck just below his chin! 

"How right you are, Dr. Jones,” Jake said in an almost friendly 
tone. "It's a pity that this insight comes so late." 

The brightly colored stars in front of Indiana's face only gradually 
faded. 

He was still struggling to breathe, but at least now he knew why. 
The same gun barrel that was now forcing his head back had 
hammered his stomach with considerable force. And he was 


probably lucky that Jake had decided to ram the barrel in his gut 
instead of using a bullet right away... 

"Do me a favor, Jones, and do something stupid," Jake said. 
"Anything that gives me an excuse to blow your head off." 

Indiana tilted his head back even further as Jake pressed the gun 
harder and harder to his throat, raising his arms very slowly, praying 
to himself that Jake wasn't using that movement as an excuse to 
shoot him down. 

Apparently, that wasn't the case, because after a few seconds the 
half-breed gave an audible sigh, lowered the rifle and took a step 
back. 

But the gun immediately rose again when Indiana relaxed a little. 
He saw Jake's index finger nervously stroking the rifle's double 
trigger and decided to be even more careful. 

"Too bad," Jake said. He shrugged. "But what is not, can still 
become. 

Knowing you, Jones, you'll sooner or later give me an excuse to 
pull the trigger.” 

Indiana declined to answer; especially since he didn't really feel 
like talking at the moment. 

His feelings hadn't betrayed him. It had been a trap, and they had 
walked into it so blindly and obediently that Jake and his cronies 
must have laughed their heads off from their hiding place while they 
watched. Malone was on his knees beside him, clutching his face. 
Viscous dark blood trickled from between his fingers and his vision 
was _ half-veiled. Scarface and one of the backup Capones lay 
motionless on the ground while the last thug doubled over with a 
stifled whimper, his left hand pressed to his stomach. 

The broken blade of a switchblade protruded from his hand. 
None of them had even had a chance to fight back. Jake and his men 
must have literally appeared out of nowhere. But where was 
Zechariah? 

"Where's the boy?" Indiana asked, alarmed. 

Jake made a dismissive gesture. "Don't worry, Jones. Nothing 
happened to him." In an almost reproachful tone he added, "What do 
you take me for?" 

"You really want an answer to that?” Indiana asked. "That could 
take longer." 


Jake didn't answer, but he couldn't quite suppress the amused 
glint in his eyes either. "It's the same as before, isn't it?" he asked. 
“You certainly haven't lost your sense of humor. Good. You will need 
it badly too, Dr. 

Jones.” He finally lowered his gun, but Indiana still didn't move. 
At least a dozen other figures had emerged from the darkness behind 
Jake. It didn't take a lot of imagination to correctly interpret the 
metallic shimmer in their hands. 

"In a sense you disappoint me, Jones,” Jake went on. "I would 
have thought you wiser. You should have taken your opportunity and 
got yourself and the boy to safety while there was still time. Did you 
really think we were stupid enough not to expect you to come after 
us?" He sighed again, then motioned to the men with him. Two of 
them dragged Malone to his feet, two others each did the same to 
Scarface and the other two gangsters. 

Indiana was also grabbed. Someone twisted his arm behind his 
back until Indy thought his shoulder joint would pop out of the 
socket. Then he was roughly turned around and pushed towards the 
campfire. 

The dozen or so sleeping figures had come alive by now, and 
someone had reignited the embers. The fire found fresh fuel, and the 
flames drove the darkness back a few paces. But not as far as they 
should have, and not entirely. The blackness beyond the flickering 
circle of uncertain brightness seemed to Indiana more solid and 
menacing than usual. Like a wall that... 

concealed something. 

They were herded to the campfire and tied up. As Jake's men 
roughly pushed him to the ground and tied his hands behind his 
back, Indiana saw Zach again. The boy was the only one who hadn't 
been tied up, but one of Jake's cutthroats had put his hand on his 
shoulder and was holding him with iron strength. Killer and Benji 
trotted peacefully next to the boy, which surprised Indiana a little at 
first. At the same time, he was relieved that Zach had apparently 
calmed the animals down. Jake would not have hesitated for a 
second to shoot the two dogs. He probably wouldn't hesitate to shoot 
them all if they gave him an excuse. 

"What are you going to do with the boy?" Indiana asked. 

Jake was looking at him in a very odd way; almost as if he had to 
ponder the meaning of the question for a while before answering. 


When he did, he contented himself with a shake of the head and 
another almost genuine smile. 

"IT really wasn't wrong about you, Jones. You've got your head in a 
noose and your only worry is that boy - who actually got you into the 
whole mess, if I'm right." 

"That's not an answer to my question," Indiana said. 

"Right," Jake replied, amused. "But if it puts your mind at ease, 
Jones, he won't be harmed. On the contrary. He came here to look 
for his father, didn't he? So, I'm going to take him to his father.” He 
leaned forward, hands on thighs. “If I was in your position, I would 
be more interested in what plans we have for you, Jones.” 

"And what... do you intend to do with us?" Indiana asked darkly. 

Jake laughed. "I -" 

A rumble from the darkness beyond the campfire interrupted 
him. 

Jake frowned and straightened, raising his rifle at the same time, 
and most of his men turned and peered intently out into the night. 
The rumble was repeated, and suddenly there was a scream, which 
was cut off very abruptly after half a second. 

"Jonas!" a voice roared. "Malone! Pay attention! It's a trap!" 

Jake made a gesture, and two or three of his men lit torches. The 
shafts of light cut like knives through the unnatural darkness beyond 
the circle of light, groping around for a moment - and catching on a 
huge figure that lurched toward the camp with mighty leaps. 

The sight was so bizarre that nobody moved for a few seconds. 

Wardrobe's suit was in tatters. His face was covered with blood 
and he was limping badly. His right hand gripped the ankle of a guy 
he grabbed and just dragged behind him, not even noticing his 
desperate struggle. In his left hand he held a large-calibre rifle - 
albeit by the barrel, so that he could hardly shoot it, but at most use 
it as a club. 

"Watch out!" he yelled over and over again. “They are here! It's a 
damn trap!" 

"Stop!" Jake ordered sharply. He made a gesture. Two of his men 
raised their rifles and aimed at Wardrobe, but the giant charged on, 
undeterred. 

Blinded by the lights, he probably couldn't even see the 
movement. 


"Wardrobe!" Malone suddenly shouted. " Get out of here!" His 
words were almost drowned out by the bang of the guns. 

But the bullets missed, because a split second before the men 
pulled the trigger, Wardrobe actually did as his boss told him to: He 
disappeared. 

He took another huge step - and just wasn't there anymore. As if 
the ground had swallowed him. 

Jake's eyes widened in astonishment, and his companions began 
to murmur uneasily—and, Indiana noticed, clearly startled, too. 
Wardrobe hadn't fallen or jumped out of the beam. He just 
disappeared in a second. 

Jake moved hesitantly, accompanied by two of his men, who still 
held their weapons at the ready. Indiana got up awkwardly, waited a 
moment to see if his captors would stop him, and followed the half- 
breed. 

Jake had only taken a few steps before he stopped and stared at 
the ground. A half amazed, half amused expression had spread 
across his face. 

When Indiana pulled up beside him, he understood why. 

Wardrobe had actually literally disappeared from the face of the 
earth. 

However, only about two meters deep. At for the bottom of a 
kiva, which he'd overlooked in the darkness... He lay motionless, 
arms and legs outstretched, at the bottom of the earthen house. The 
fellow he had been dragging lay buried beneath him, moaning softly. 
He probably had good reason, Indiana mused. He tried for a moment 
to imagine what it must be like to fall six feet onto rocks and then be 
buried under a behemoth like Wardrobe. 

No - actually he preferred not to imagine it. 

"Idiot," Jake muttered, shaking his head. He looked almost 
punitively at Indiana. "You used to be more discerning about your 
friends before, Dr. 

Jones." 

Indiana ignored the comment. "You should take care of him,” he 
said. 

"He might be hurt. And your man too.” 

Jake made a dismissive gesture. "Rabble," he said. "It's not a 
concern." 


He didn't specify who exactly he meant by that remark, and then 
he glared at Indiana again. 

"I said before that you worry too much about others, Jones," he 
said. 

"You don't seem interested in what's happening to you, do you?" 

"T'll probably find out sooner than I'd like," Indiana guessed. 

Jake nodded. "Quite possible. come on dr Jones - I'll show you 
why we're here. I assume you're bursting with curiosity already.” He 
laughed softly. 

"Your dopey colleague couldn't wait." 

Jake turned, and Indiana rushed to follow him before one of his 
companions could punctuate the request with a rifle butt thrust. He 
quickly caught up with him and stopped again. "Would you mind if 
Zacharias stayed near me?" he asked. 

"Why?" Jake turned suspiciously. 

"I... promised his mother I'd take care of him," he said, trying to 
look both worried and a little embarrassed at the same time. 
Simultaneously, he tried to sneak a peek at the sky, estimating how 
much time they had before sunrise. It wasn't long now. Maybe 
twenty more minutes. 

"All right," Jake sighed. "But don't get any stupid ideas, Jones. I 
hate unnecessary violence, but I won't care that the little one is still a 
child." He motioned to one of his men. “Take the boy to the pueblo. 
And take care of the big guy and José.” 

As the man ran to carry out Jake's orders, they approached a 
derelict three-story building. Indiana noticed that a room on the 
second floor had a light on, but it was so carefully shielded that it 
could only be seen at very close range. The shadow of an armed man 
loomed outside the entrance. A ladder roughly hammered together 
from tree trunks led up the wall of the building. 

At a gesture from Jake, Indiana's bindings were untied. At the 
same time, a gun barrel dug into his ribs. 

"Don't get any ideas, Jones," Jake warned. "My people are 
excellent shooters. And even if they miss you..." 

",.. you have the boy, I know," Indiana finished when Jake didn't 
continue, just looked at him menacingly. 

"As you say," Jake said seriously. He made an inviting gesture up 
the ladder. "After you, Dr. Jones." 


The room was so low Indiana couldn't stand up, but it was 
surprisingly large. A kerosene lamp lit up a good six or eight yards, 
and beyond that Indiana could not yet see a wall. He was able to 
identify two of Jake's gangsters: 

One was standing right by the door, pointing a rifle at him, the 
other was sitting a little apart on a crate. He was also armed but had 
his rifle loosely across his knees and didn't look particularly alert. He 
just gave Indiana a bored look before turning back to his comic book. 

Indiana seriously considered taking down the guy at the entrance 
for a moment. He figured his odds were good; with just the tiniest bit 
of luck he was sure he could snatch the gun from him and get the 
second guy down before he even knew what was happening to him. 
Indiana liked the idea of Jake sticking his head in the chamber and 
suddenly looking down the barrel of a gun himself. He tried to 
picture his face. 

But of course, he dismissed the thought. Because with just a tiny 
bit of bad luck it all went wrong, and even if it didn't, Jake still had 
the boy and the others hostage. No, he had to wait for a better 
opportunity. 

Jake struggled up the ladder behind him, panting, stayed on his 
knees for a second, audibly gasping for breath, before straightening 
up with a crooked grin. "You're getting old, aren't you, Dr. Jones?” he 
asked. 

Indiana didn't answer that. Jake looked at him almost 
expectantly for a moment, then shrugged, clearly disappointed, and 
shooed the guy with the comic book off his box. "Come on, Jones, 
come on," he said, bending over the box with excited gestures. "I 
suppose this will interest you. That's why you came here, isn't it?" 

Curious, Indiana stepped up to him. Jake smiled possessively, 
reached out in a gesture that was almost dramatic, and snapped back 
the lid of the box. 

Indiana gasped in surprise. 

The chest was almost filled to the brim with gold. 

Before him lay golden bowls, goblets, and dainty, carved, slender 
drinking vessels, but also weapons, buckles, and a shimmering 
kachina man's mask, only smaller and made of gold, and countless 
other things... 


"Impressed?" Jake asked with a smirk. 

Impressed? No, Indiana thought. That was actually the wrong 
word. 

He wasn't impressed. He was simply stunned. 

"That... that can't be," he finally said. "That must..." 

"Fake?" Jake prompted when Indiana stopped talking and just 
stared at the piled-up treasures in front of him. He shook his head. 
"Not at all, Dr. 

Jones. Everything is real and I can proof it." 

"But that's impossible!" Indiana protested. “The Anasazi didn't 
have any treasures! They didn't have any gold jewelry or—” 

"You mean," Jake corrected him almost gently, "none was ever 
found." 

He sighed. "I can't even disagree with you on that. And that's the 
sad part, if you understand." 

No, Indiana didn't understand what Jake meant, and the look he 
gave him seemed to make that clear, for the half-Indian went on, 
"You see, Jones, these things represent tremendous value - but I 
don't need to tell you. The gold alone should fetch a million, maybe 
more.” 

"The gold?” Indiana's voice cracked. “You're crazy, Jake! That... 
that's an archaeological sensation. The value of gold is nothing 
compared to what these things -" 

"— would be worth if I could prove they're Anasazi artifacts," 
Jake interrupted. "Unfortunately, that's impossible. Since nothing of 
the sort has ever been found, you and your esteemed colleagues 
around the world have concluded that the Anasazi left no treasures 
or works of art. I would be laughed at if I showed up at any museum 
and said this was from Pueblo Bonito. I'm afraid we'll have to melt 
the whole thing down and just sell the gold." 

Indiana almost lost his breath at the idea. "You can't do that!" he 
said. “If these things are real—” 

"It is, believe me," Jake said. He made an inviting gesture. "See 
for yourself, Dr. Jones. You're the expert on that, not me." 

Indiana hesitantly picked up one of the golden cups. It felt heavy 
and cold in his hand, and the metal really felt like gold. It was gold. 
And it was undoubtedly the work of an Anasazi artist. The typical 
geometric serpentine and jagged lines were unmistakable. 

But the cup was not old. 


It took a moment for Indiana to grasp that. 

The mug looked like it had been made just a few hours ago. Not 
the tiniest scratch could be seen on the shimmering surface. The gold 
showed not even a trace of weathering or age. But that was actually 
impossible, because this cup had to be at least as old as the city they 
were in. 

"It can't be real," he said, putting the mug back. 

"Why not?" Jake asked. "Because no one has ever found anything 
like it?" He nodded to answer his own question. "That's right, Dr. 
Jones. But I can also explain to you why that is. The Anasazi took all 
their treasures back when they went to the other world.” 

The other world... Indiana shuddered. A minute ago he would 
have laughed at that term, but suddenly it seemed to have an eerie, 
meaningful connotation. 

"It's really too bad we're on different sides, Jones," Jake went on. 
"I could show you things you never dreamed of before." 

"What... do you mean?” Indiana asked haltingly. His mouth 
suddenly felt dry. He had trouble speaking. His heart raced. 

"I think you know that pretty well," Jake said. He looked at 
Indiana, and for a moment, just a tiny, almost timeless moment, 
Indiana saw something in his eyes that he knew: the same insatiable 
obsession he'd felt all his life. 

That unquenchable fire that drove him on and on, that gave him 
strength and at the same time threatened to consume him and that 
made it impossible for him to stay in one place for long. 

And suddenly he realized that in a way he and Jake were the 
same. Both of them were obsessed with solving the mysteries of the 
past and rushing from one mystery to the next. But Jake had 
eventually taken a different path than he did. Maybe, Indiana 
thought, it was just a tiny thing, a coincidence. 

They might even have become friends if they had met under 
different circumstances and at a different time. 

But then the fire died in Jake's eyes and he became what he had 
been for thirty or maybe even forty years: a grave robber. Maybe he 
had never been anything else, and Indiana had just seen something 
he wanted to see. 

"The old legends are true, Dr. Jones,” Jake said. "It's not a fairy 
tale. The Anasazi did not die out or flee an overwhelming enemy or 
natural disaster. 


They went to another world, and they took their treasures with 
them." 

"And you ... found your way into that other world," Indiana 
murmured. 

Jake nodded. "Yes. Thanks to your help, Jones. More specifically, 
your friends'.” He sighed, closed the lid, and sat casually on the box. 
"We had almost given up hope, you know? Who knows, if you and 
your friends hadn't turned up, we might not be here now." 

"How comforting," Indiana growled. "You could reciprocate and 
let us and the boy's parents go." 

Jake gave him a long, very thoughtful look. Then he said, "Who 
knows, maybe I will. But not yet.” 

"I see," Indiana said. "You've got a few graves to plunder first, 
huh?" 

Now Jake did look annoyed, but not much. "No, you don't 
understand, Jones," he said. "But I don't blame you. You can't 
understand. Even I have a hard time believing it, having seen it with 
my own eyes.” He reached into the pocket of his dingy leather vest, 
pulled out a watch, and flipped the lid open. 

"It's almost time," he said. “I suggest we save ourselves 
unnecessary explanations and just wait a few more minutes. 

Then you will see what I mean." 

He stood up, shrugged off his vest in one quick movement, and 
raised a hand in command. Indiana watched with growing confusion 
as one of Jake's men came forward and draped an ornate cloak of 
brightly colored bird feathers and small, intricately arranged pieces 
of fur around his shoulders. 

At the same time, Jake traded his battered hat for a kachina mask 
similar to the one Indiana had found in the rocky desert, only slightly 
smaller - and clearly as good as new! 

"What... are you up to?” he asked, confused. 

Jake smiled. "Have some patients, Dr. Jones,” he said mockingly. 
"You'll see - sometimes a picture says a thousand words." 

Patience? Thought Indiana. But time was just what they didn't 
have. He couldn't see the sky from in here, but he knew it could only 
be minutes until sunrise... 

"Bring the boy,” Jake said suddenly. Indiana feared the worst, but 
he added reassuringly, "Don't worry. Nothing will happen to him - on 
the contrary. 


I'm taking him back to his parents, just like you promised him.” 
He laughed. 

That laugh was soft and unsympathetic. "I never thought that one 
day I'd break my principles to please you of all people, Dr. Jones." 

Indiana prudently refrained from responding to that comment. 
Jake was unpredictable, at least that's what he'd found so far; and 
besides, he was far too curious and excited to waste his time arguing 
with a modern day grave robber. 

"Where's your new patron?" he asked instead. Jake looked at him 
in confusion, and Indiana grinned and said, "Reverend Kenworthy." 

The faint smile that crossed Jake's face for a second made it clear 
to Indiana that he hadn't missed the way Indy had pronounced the 
word reverend. “In a place consistent with his vision of paradise," he 
said. He laughed softly. "No, seriously, Dr. Jones - I think we made a 
happy man out of Reverend Kenworthy. He proselytizes, you know. 
With great enthusiasm 

— albeit with rather dubious success so far.” 

He laughed again, this time louder. Indiana watched him with 
growing confusion, but Jake made no move to explain his words. 

A few minutes passed before Zach climbed the ladder to the top. 
Indiana held out his hand, but the boy ignored the offered help, 
clambered into the pueblo under his own power, and just as clumsily 
got up. Indiana knew why the boy was moving so cautiously, but he 
was careful not to look too closely at Zacharias. Jake was 
undoubtedly a criminal, but unfortunately not a stupid one. 

"What are we waiting for?” he asked when he still didn't move. 

Instead of answering directly, Jake reached into his vest that was 
lying on the box next to him, pulled out his pocket watch and looked 
at the dial again. "Just a few moments, Dr. Jones. It must be any 
moment now.” 

" How long?" Indiana suddenly felt oddly uneasy. He couldn't put 
it into words, but it kept getting stronger. Zach felt the same way. 
The boy was surprisingly self-controlled, but his fingers were 
twitching and his eyes darted around the room. He was looking for 
something, but obviously didn't know what it was himself. 

"How long?" Indiana asked again, this time more sharply. "What 
are we waiting for anyway, Jake?" 

"Why so impatient, Dr. Jones?” he replied. “I thought you of all 
people had experience in thinking big? What are five minutes against 


eternity?” 

"Stop that stupid talk, Jake," Indiana snapped roughly. "I -" 

He didn't go on, because at the same moment something weird 
happened—actually, several things happened at the same time, but 
each one of them was so amazing that it occupied Indiana's entire 
attention. 

The light went out. 

It wasn't as if someone had put out the kerosene lamp; all trace of 
brightness was gone in a split second, and at the same time Indiana 
had a horrible feeling that he was about to lose his feet. For three or 
four heartbeats, he thought he was floating weightlessly in a black, 
whirling maelstrom that tore him out of the world he knew and 
hurled him into infinity. Then for a few seconds he felt like he was 
falling down a squirming black tunnel with a bright white light 
blazing at the end, and for just as long he had to fight a panicked 
fear, a fear that he had died, because what he experienced was what 
supposedly followed the end. He screamed, but he didn't even hear 
the sound of his own voice. He bucked, but he didn't even know if he 
was really moving because he couldn't feel his body anymore. 

Faster and faster he was drawn to the glowing spot at the end of 
the tunnel. 

And then he fell heavily to the ground. 

Of course, he wasn't dead. Whatever followed death, if anything, 
Indiana knew one thing about it, you couldn't fall down and scrape 
your hands, and that's what happened to him, the moment the 
swirling black around him died out and gave way to normal 
brightness again. 

Normal brightness! 

Hardly. 

Wherever it was — nothing was normal about this room anymore. 

Indiana looked around with a mixture of confusion and mounting 
fear. 

Zacharias had fallen like him and was on his knees beside him, 
and the look on the boy's face told Indiana that Zach was no better 
off than he was. The room was still the same, but it had changed so 
much that it was almost unrecognizable. The walls were clean and 
bright now, decorated here and there with simple but very colorful 
designs and reliefs. An intricately woven rug hung on the wall by the 
door, and a gold oil lamp stood on a small chest beneath it. 


They weren't alone. 

Jake was standing beside them—Indiana casually noted that the 
chest of gold was gone and Petryk's black wooden box was in its 
place, the lid up— 

and the guys who'd been guarding it were still there, too. They 
had multiplied. Instead of two, there were suddenly five of Jake's 
cutthroats in the room; apparently the unlit portion of the chamber 
hadn't been quite as empty as Indiana had assumed. 

But something was totally wrong here... 

It finally took only a few seconds for Indiana to realize what it 
was. 

The light. 

Something was wrong with it. 

It was too bright. Too clear and somehow a different color than it 
should have been without him really being able to tell the difference. 
And - 

Indiana's eyes widened in astonishment, he gasped audibly, and 
for a full ten seconds simply questioned his sanity. Likewise, he 
stared in disbelief at the shadow Jake's erect form cast beside him 
and Zacharias. 

More specifically, on two shadows... 

Jake slowly turned to face him, smiled, and let Indiana's 
amazement linger for a long moment. Then he made a half 
commanding, half inviting gesture. 

"Come on, Dr. Jones,” he said. 'I want to show you something. A 
sight I'm sure you'll never forget.” He laughed softly. "Any other 
scientist would give their right arm to see this scene just once, 
believe me." 

Indiana hardly heard him. Awkwardly, like a man who moves in 
his sleep, he got up, stepped past Jake to the door, and stopped 
again. 

He had expected it, at least halfway, and yet the sight hit him with 
tremendous force. 

They hadn't moved. The feeling of falling through a bottomless 
pit had been an illusion. They were still in the same room in the four- 
story pueblo and laying below and in front of them Pueblo Bonito 
now bathed in the bright light of the new day. 

Perhaps. 

Maybe not. 


The town Indiana looked down on looked like Pueblo Bonito, 
down to the last detail. 

But it was completely unworn. 

The houses looked as if they had just been built. They were not 
ruins gnawed away by half a millennium of wind and rain and the 
heat of the sun, but massive, prehistoric skyscrapers that formed a 
semicircle open to the south. People moved between the houses; 
small, brown figures, most of them naked except for a loincloth, 
some also wrapped in splendid panchos or colorful feather cloaks; 
and to the south, where the scorched rocky steppes of Chaco Canyon 
should be, stretched gently rolling grasslands in bloom, with 
scattered trees towering here and there. 

But Indiana registered all this only marginally. 

All his attention was on the sky. 

He knew now why Jake had thrown two shadows. 

In the sky above them, close together, like a large and much 
smaller, but at the same time much brighter eye, stood two suns... 


In the old world 


Of course, it wasn't really two suns. Over the so suddenly resurrected 
capital of the Anasazi Empire a yellow sun blazed at its zenith, 
perhaps a little brighter than it normally would have been, for it was 
nearly a thousand years younger, and the air had less dirt and dust 
from a thousand years, but still a normal sun. But next to it, much 
smaller, but also much brighter and more piercing, like a white, 
blazing hell's eye, blazed a star whose light gave all things a second, 
night-black shadow. 

And suddenly Indiana knew where they were. That is - actually it 
had to mean when they were, in what time they were. The idea was 
so absurd he almost laughed out loud, but he saw the proof before 
him. And actually, insane or not, it was the only thing that made 
sense. It couldn't be otherwise. 

Indiana wondered why he hadn't figured it out himself. 

"One-thousand forty-one," he murmured. "My God, almost nine 
hundred years!" 

Zach glanced up briefly, then stared past Indiana again. He was 
so mesmerized by what he saw that he probably hadn't even heard 
what Indiana was saying. Jake, however, was suddenly intensely 
interested. He had begun to put on the heavy kachina mask, which 


was not easy to do unaided since the thing must have weighed about 
twenty pounds. 

Suddenly he broke off the movement and looked attentively at 
Indiana. 

"What is one-thousand forty-one?" he asked. 

Indiana only caught his movement out of the corner of his eye. It 
was impossible to take his eyes off the blazing bright white star a 
hand's breadth from the sun. He wasn't just amazed or stunned. It 
was...a strange, almost awe-inspiring feeling that had taken hold of 
him, the knowledge that he was witnessing something great, unique 
and... yes, and maybe even sacred. He knew he was seeing something 
that perhaps very few people before him had seen and perhaps no 
one would ever see again after him. He was having a hard time 
diverting enough concentration to answer Jake's question... 

"I... . I know where we are now," he said; sluggish, soft and 
almost whispering, and without even taking his eyes off the sky and 
the city below. He had to see everything, take in every fraction of a 
second of that sacred moment, never to forget it again. 

"Interesting," Jake said. "Let me share my thoughts, Dr. Jones. 
I've had an idea or two as well. Let's just compare our theories." He 
laughed and said very quietly: "That's the way scientists do it, isn't it? 
I mean, in a sense we're colleagues now." 

What neither Jake's threats nor the guns pointed at him could 
accomplish, this remark did: Indiana jerked away from the sight of 
the city with its twin suns and twin mind-baffling shadows and 
glared at Jake. Suddenly he felt anger, an anger so raging and hot 
that it was becoming increasingly difficult for him not to just lunge at 
the half-Indian and pound him with his fists. 

" Colleagues!" he hissed. And then again: “Colleagues, Jake? Oh 
no - 

you and J are as different as two people can be! You... you area 
criminal as bad as could be!” 

He had expected his words to infuriate Jake, but his anger 
seemed to amuse the gangster. A thin, almost genuine smile crossed 
his features. 

"Don't talk trash, Jones," he said. But it didn't sound angry or 
even menacing, but almost gentle and patronizing in a way that 
made Indiana even angrier than he already was. “You and I are more 
alike than you know. 


Or no — I think you basically know that quite well. You just don't 
want to admit it." 

“Bullshit!” Indiana snarled—in a tone that made Jake 
acknowledge how close his words had come to the truth, for his smile 
widened and his eyes lit up with a mocking glint that Indiana silently 
knew almost brought him to a frenzy. Nonetheless, he continued 
calmly: 

“We have nothing in common, Jake, do you hear? Nothing! I... I 
seek these things to preserve! To solve the mysteries of the past! 
You? You want to plunder them. Men like you are vultures, Jake. You 
destroy and steal things, of their real value you can't even imagine!" 

Jake sighed. The amused glint in his eyes had gone, but he still 
didn't look really angry. He seemed a little sad and disappointed. 

"I'm sorry if that's your real opinion, Jones,” he said. "You are 
wrong. 

But I don't think there's any point in arguing about this now.” He 
started to don his wooden ceremonial mask for the second time, and 
Indiana was struck by how skillfully and quickly he did it, despite the 
difficulties. He seemed to have some practice at it. When he spoke 
again, his voice came out muffled and distorted from under the 
heavy wood. 

"But you didn't answer my question, Dr. Jones. What is 1041?” 

"Was," Indiana corrected him. "You mean to say what was 1041." 
He gestured outside. For a moment he was seriously tempted not to 
continue, but at the same time he realized how silly this defiant 
silence would be. 

Besides, right now he just had to talk about the incredible thing 
he was seeing, if only to make it a little more real by talking about it. 

"The supernova of 1041," he continued after a while. "That must 
be the explanation. I have no idea why, but it's the only explanation!" 

"The Supernova?" 

Indiana couldn't see Jake's eyes behind the wooden mask, but he 
felt his gaze like the touch of an uncomfortably warm hand. He 
nodded his head towards the sky. "The bright star up there." 

"That second sun." 

"It's not a sun,” Indiana declared, correcting himself in the same 
breath, 

"Or it is, yes. Once upon a time there was a sun. Just an ordinary 
star, as all the thousands you see in the sky, understand?" 


"J... am not sure," admitted Jake. 

“Look, Jake,” said Indiana, “every single star up there is one Sun 
so big, even bigger than our own.” 

“T know that too,” Jake said, offended. 

“But what you don't know,” Indiana continued, “is that suns age 
too. And at some point it's over. Some just go out like a burned out 
candle. But sometimes they explode too.” 

"Explode?" Jake murmured. He cast a quick, startled look up at 
the sky. His voice sounded a little nervous. "A sun?" 

Indiana nodded. "It's an incredible explosion,” he said. "So bright 
that the light outshines all other stars in the vicinity." 

Jake was silent for a long time. "So that's one of those supernovas 
up there,” he finally murmured. 

"The one from 1041," Indiana confirmed. "It must be it. The 
Chinese kept pretty accurate records back then.” He shook his head 
no. "And they disappeared around the same time as the Anasazi.” 

"But that would mean that we-" 

",..are in the past,” Indiana finished when Jake didn't continue. 

"It looks like it," Indiana whispered after a pause. His voice 
almost cracked. He felt more and more helpless. The realization of 
where and especially when they were had shaken him. And the 
incredulous terror he felt grew worse, not less. What he saw out there 
defied everything he'd ever learned or believed in. And yet he saw it 
with his own eyes. 

"That's really very interesting," Jake said. Suddenly he laughed, 
but there was something about that laugh that sent an icy shiver 
down Indiana's spine. 

He jerked his eyes away from the fantastic sky outside and turned 
back to Jake. 

"But how did we get here?" he asked. 

Jake laughed. "I thought you'd never ask," he said. 

“Basically, we only have you to thank for this. Or rather, your 
friend Petryk.” He gestured wryly to a spot beyond Indiana, and as 
he turned he saw that the chamber was not as empty as he had 
previously assumed. 

But he wasn't very surprised. On the contrary. In fact, it couldn't 
have been otherwise. He wondered why he hadn't thought of it 
himself long ago. 

Behind him stood Petryk's machine. 


It was off, but the air still held a whiff of the eerie cold green light 
it had emitted; just a glimmer that Indiana was only now really 
noticing. It was the key, the tool that had torn down the wall that had 
hid the vanished Anasazi people for nearly a millennium. And by the 
looks of it, Indiana thought glumly, only for one reason. So that 
this...criminal could find a new place to plunder and steal. All of a 
sudden, a cold but almost uncontrollable anger filled him. 

Still, he didn't say anything, just asked, "Are Petryk and the 
others here too?" 

"Of course," Jake replied. "And before you get upset, Jones, 
they're unhurt and in good spirits. Come on Jones. I'm sure you can't 
wait to see your friends again." 

They left the pueblo. Indiana was the first to climb down the 
wooden ladder. It, too, had changed: instead of being a rough-and- 
tumble provisional, it was suddenly a masterpiece of craftsmanship, 
so neatly mortised and sanded that it might as well have come from 
the finest carpentry shop in New York. A rung had splintered about 
three feet off the ground. The damage was very fresh. The deformed 
remains of a rifle bullet protruded from the shredded wood. 

That clue finally made Indiana realize that they were indeed in 
something of a paradise lost, but that something was wrong in that 
paradise. It was doomed for the same reason that most of the world's 
lost paradises had perished: greed. 

The thought shook him so badly that he stopped descending until 
Zach stepped on his fingers. With a cry that came more from surprise 
than actual pain, he pulled his hand back, but waved his hand off 
when Zacharias tried to offer an apology. 

Two of Jake's men rushed toward them, guns raised menacingly, 
as they detached themselves from the ladder and took a few steps 
back. 

Indiana raised his hands in caution, and Zach did the same. The 
guys seemed very nervous. They were armed to the teeth and 
determined to do anything, but also very nervous. 

After a first glance around, Indiana understood why. 

Pueblo Bonito swarmed with Indians. 

Until now, Indiana's attention had been on the sky with its two 
mismatched suns and the city so eerily resurrected. Only now did he 
really realize how many Indians had gathered in Pueblo Bonito's 
semicircular central square. 


He guessed their number at nearly a thousand. And since they 
were all warriors, and the Anasazi had never been very numerous, 
that meant almost all of their people had to be gathered here. 

"Impressive, isn't it?" Jake asked. He had come down the ladder 
behind Indiana and Zach, but he hadn't even noticed, so fascinated 
by the fantastic sight. 

He didn't answer now either but continued to let his gaze wander 
over the ranks of Anasazi warriors. It was hard to read their faces, 
most of which were made up, but he found the sight less impressive 
than disconcerting. 

"Don't worry, Dr. Jones.” Jake seemed to read his thoughts. 
Maybe he could read them on his face. "They won't hurt us. But on 
the contrary. See?” 

He stepped measuredly past Indiana and raised his arms—an 
imperious gesture made threatening by his sinister getup. 

Nothing happened for a second or two. Then, very slowly, as if 
being pressed down against their resistance by an invisible hand, 
they sank to their knees; only a few at first, then the first two or three 
rows, until the movement continued like a silent wave through the 
crowd of Anasazi warriors. 

"They think I'm a god, Jones," Jake said. 

"Really?" Indiana laughed, but it was a sound without a trace of 
real humor. He didn't even succeed in injecting the scorn he 
intended. It just sounded bitter. He thought about the bullet in the 
rung of the ladder. 

"I admit it took a bit of persuasion,” Jake said. "Oh?" Indiana 
asked. 

"How many did you have shot?" 

"A lot fewer than I feared," Jake said calmly. 

"Sometimes a little thunder and lightning has an amazing effect 
on the simple mind of a primitive people.” 

Indiana bit back the answer that was on the tip of his tongue. 
Jake probably wouldn't have listened to him either, because the 
Anasazi was moving again. 

The kneeling warriors rose one by one and almost silently, then 
their ranks parted and a procession of Indians in long feather cloaks 
moved toward Jake and his men. They walked slowly. The weight of 
the raffia baskets they carried on their shoulders weighed heavily on 


them. The rays of the double sun struck golden flashes of light from 
the contents of these baskets. 

"See, Jones?” Jake asked. “The Anasazi treasures that are said not 
to exist. What a pity the world will never know now that this people 
are not only great architects, but equally great smith artisans." 

"You... criminals," Indiana murmured under his breath. "You 
don't even know what you're destroying." 

"Oh, I know," Jake said, almost cheerfully. “But unfortunately, I 
have no other choice. As for being a criminal - I prefer to be a 
successful criminal than an unsuccessful adventurer, Dr. Jones. 
Now, if you'll excuse me - I've got things to do." 

Two of his men grabbed him and Zach and shoved them roughly 
in front of them with their rifle barrels. 

They took them to one of the countless domed structures that 
dotted the semicircular plaza in the center of Pueblo Bonito. Indiana 
saw his suspicion confirmed: the kivas weren't just round holes in 
the ground, but semi-subterranean, elaborately domed houses, with 
entrances all facing south to catch the warming light of the midday 
sun. At the sight of this almost unimaginable crowd of almost nine 
hundred buildings he couldn't help wondering why not a single one 
of these domed roofs had survived; not even in fragments. But that 
too was one of the countless mysteries of this Indian people that 
would probably never be solved. 

The journey through the city became a gauntlet run. None of the 
Indians touched them or even moved, but Indiana could almost 
physically feel the hatred and fear in their eyes. Although the 
behavior of Jake's men left no doubt that Indiana and Zach were 
their captives, the Anasazi made no distinction between them. 
Indiana could understand that, and that thought made him even 
more angry with Jake. These supposedly primitive savages had 
created something incredible: an enclave of peace in which they had 
been able to live for nearly a thousand years. And the first strangers 
to find their way into this secluded world brought death and 
misfortune. He felt anger, an anger at Jake that could hardly be 
contained. For the first time in his life, he felt like killing someone. 
But only for a second. Then he felt ashamed of himself for that 
thought. 

Their guards led them to a particularly large, solidly built kiva on 
the southern edge of the city, which was guarded by two other guys 


with guns at the entrance. Three narrow steps carved out of the 
canyon rock led down to the subterranean part of the building. 

Indiana was almost blind at first. The Kiva was illuminated by a 
lit oil lamp, but Indiana's eyes were used to the glare of the double 
sun outside, so he saw only shadows. But then he heard a surprised 
yell, and almost in the same second, Zach cried out next to him and 
lunged forward, throwing himself at one of the vaguely recognizable 
figures. 

"Dr Jones!" 

Indiana still didn't recognize the figure, but he identified the 
voice - and above all the reproachful undertone that resonated in the 
superficial relief with which Grisswald called out his name. A second 
later, a second shadow appeared next to Grisswald's, smaller but 
almost as wide as it was high, and after a few more moments he also 
recognized Schlomo and the two twins. Susana Kramer stood a little 
apart and watched her son with beaming, happy eyes, who was 
embracing a tall, bearded man in a black Mormon jacket and 
hugging him with all his might. Apparently, Zacharias had finally 
found his father again. 

A second later Indiana felt grabbed and with such force, he was 
pressed so hard against Herbert's chest that he literally couldn't 
breathe. It was only with difficulty that he managed to resist 
Herbert's bone-crushing expressions of joy and catch his breath 
again, and after that it took him a full five minutes before he could 
manage anything like a coherent sentence, because suddenly 
everyone was talking to him and assailing him with questions. 

All but Grisswald, that is. Indiana's dean stood silently by the 
door. He had his arms crossed over his chest and stared at him with 
growing hostility. 

Indiana didn't have to ask to know who Grisswald blamed for 
their predicament. 

And maybe, Indiana thought, he wasn't entirely wrong. 
Eventually things calmed down enough for Indiana to tell how he 
and Zach had fared after being separated from the others. Jill and 
Jane listened silently but exchanged a telling look as Indiana related 
his decision to call on Malone and his gang of idiots for help, while 
Petryk stared at him with horrified eyes. 

"How?" he gasped. “You... you wanted to turn my invention over 
to these... these criminals? Without asking me?" 


"You weren't there, Schlomo," Indiana reminded him with a 
gentle rebuke in his voice. "And besides, if I have to choose between 
an invention and the lives of five people, I don't have a hard time 
making that choice." 

He held up a reassuring hand as Petryk started to retort. 

"There's little point in our arguing about whether I was right or 
wrong," 

he continued. "Looks like Malone won't be getting your device 
anymore anyway." 

Petryk said nothing, shocked, and Jane and Jill suddenly looked 
shocked, too. 

"Did they kill him?" Herbert asked quietly. 

"Jake's men?" Indiana thought for a moment, then shrugged. He 
hoped it wasn't like that. Despite everything, he'd almost grown fond 
of Malone's would-be criminals, and not just in the last few days 
they'd been forced to spend together. 

"Maybe we'll find out after all," Susana said suddenly. Indiana 
looked over at her questioningly. "How so?" 

"Zacharias and you brought them here, too," Susana replied. “So 
are we and—” She indicated the bearded man next to Zacharias. 

"-Jebediah. They'll probably bring this fellow Malone and his 
men over next time they come.” 

“For what?” Zach asked. 

"To make us disappear, you stupid boy," Grisswald said from the 
door. 

"There's no easier way." 

"I'm not so sure about that,” Indiana said. He made a movement 
around. 

“After all, we're nine now. Together with Malone's men, we pose a 
significant threat, Grisswald. He might intimidate the Anasazi with a 
few gunshots, but not us. We can take the Indians to—” 

“The Indians?” Grisswald laughed shrilly and gestured wildly at 
the door. 

“You have no idea, Jones! The Anasazi hate us like they hate Jake 
and his gang!” 

"He's right, Indy," Herbert said, seeing Indiana's confused 
expression. 

“Those two sentries out there aren't there to guard us. They're 
here to protect us /” 


“Excuse me?” Indiana murmured. 

"Unfortunately, that's the truth, Dr. Jones,” said Jebediah 
Kramer. He had a pleasant, deep voice that instilled confidence in 
Indiana almost immediately. "These pagans would kill us at the first 
opportunity.” 

Indiana's newly awakened sympathy for Zach's father 
immediately took a beating. Jebedia's way of talking about the 
Anasazi reminded him of Reverend Kenworthy. And that wasn't 
exactly a pleasant memory... 

"Shall I tell you what's going to happen, Jones?" Grisswald 
snapped from the door. 

"No," Indiana replied. 

Of course, Grisswald went on, unperturbed, in an irritated tone: 
'That thug is going to come back a few more times until he takes 
every last ounce of gold from the Anasazi, and then he's going to 
disappear and take the damned machine with him, and we're stuck 
here forever! That will happen!” 

"Not if I can help it somehow," Indiana replied. 

Grisswald laughed evilly, but he didn't comment any further, 
instead shrouding himself in an offended silence. 

"But is there really anything you can do?" Zach asked. And 
actually that wasn't a question, but almost something like an 
incantation. 

Indiana avoided the boy's gaze. "I hope so," he said. 

"But you said that -" 

"I said," Indiana interrupted gently, "that there might be a a way 
to get out of here without Petryk's machine.” He watched the door. 

"How bright is the nova at night?" he asked. "Is there such a thing 
as darkness we can use to escape?” 

With the exception of Zechariah, everyone suddenly looked at 
him with great concern. 

Nobody answered. 

"What's going on?" Indiana asked. "Did I say something wrong?" 

“There is no night here, Dr. Jones,” Jill said quietly. Or maybe it 
was Jane. 

"I'm sorry, what?" 

"My sister is right, Dr. Jones,” replied Jane (possibly Jill as well) 
with an almost embarrassed smile. "We've been here almost a week, 
as you know. 


Please don't ask how that's possible, but the fact is, the sun hasn't 
moved a millimeter since we arrived." 

Less than an hour later, the gathering began on the large area, 
and moments later a flash of cold green light, for a second 
outstripping even the light of the two suns, heralded Jake's departure 
into the present—or the future, from Indiana's point of view and the 
others. And another half hour after that, the Reverend Kenworthy 
came up to them. 


Indiana almost didn't recognize him because the 

Mormon priest had completely changed. His chest-length beard, 
the emblem and pride of every Mormon, was gone, as was his 
shoulder-length hair, and instead of the coarse wool trousers and 
distinctive black work jacket he wore only thin tanned suede 
trousers, soft moccasins, and a brightly embroidered poncho with 
jagged and wavy lines. The heavy gold cross that he wore around his 
neck on a gold chain looked out of place and almost ridiculous given 
the rest of his attire. 

A single look at Kenworthy's face, however, made Indiana choke 
on laughter. If he had previously struck him as a fanatic, the fire in 
his eyes was now clearly that of someone possessed, if not insane. 

"Hello, Reverend!" Indiana greeted him. "How nice to see you 
again. 

Have you changed your tailor?” 

Kenworthy treated him with contempt. After an icy look around, 
he stepped towards the Kramers and reached out to pet the boy. 
Zacharias avoided the touch and pressed himself against his mother 
for protection. 

Susana put her arm around Zach's shoulders and glared at 
Kenworthy. She didn't say a word, but her eyes showed how much 
her relationship with Kenworthy had cooled. 

"You should raise your child better, nurse Susana," said 
Kenworthy. 

"Such behavior is not becoming of an adult." 

"It might depend on the adult," Indiana said. 

Kenworthy jerked around. For a second, he lost his self-control. 
His face grimaced and his hands twitched. But he got himself under 
control just as quickly. Instead of murderous rage, a sneer spread 
across his face. "Oh no, Dr. Jones,” he said. "You won't be able to 


provoke me. And you shouldn't even try. We're going to have to get 
along for a long time; maybe longer than you already fear. It would 
not be good if we would be enemies." 

"Especially since you're going to want to take over this place 
completely, aren't you?" Indiana retorted angrily. 

"I don't seek power," Kenworthy lectured him. 

"I know. More like gold. But you should hurry a little, Reverend. 
It looks like your accomplice Jake is hauling most of it away right 
now.” 

Kenworthy shook his head reprovingly. "I aspire not to worldly 
power nor worldly goods, Dr. Jones,” he said seriously. “And that 
thug Jake and his cronies are most certainly not my accomplices. I 
just had no choice but to engage with them to achieve my goal." 

"Sometimes you have to give the devil your right hand to hit him 
with your left, eh?" 

Kenworthy smiled thinly. "An odd comparison. Please, you just 
need to believe me that I didn't act for base reasons.” 

“Then what?” Jill asked. Or Jane. 

Kenworthy seemed for a moment to seriously consider answering 
her at all. "To save the souls of all these people." 

“The Anasazi? " Jill groaned in disbelief. 

Kenworthy nodded. "All these hundreds upon thousands of lost 
souls need guidance to find the path of the Lord," he said. "I am not 
here to do evil, my child, or even to enrich myself." 

"Are you saying you knew what we were going to find?" Indiana 
asked doubtfully. 

"I hoped so!" replied Kenworthy. “Oh, I begged the Lord to give 
me such a task! I prayed and prayed that he would show me the way, 
and then when this stranger showed up, I knew my prayers had been 
answered.” He was silent for a few seconds, enjoying Indiana's 
apparent surprise. 

"Did you think I didn't know who this stranger was and where he 
came from?" he asked. 

"Actually... yes," admitted Indiana, surprised. 

"You disappoint me, Jones," said Kenworthy. 'Do you think just 
because I'm a man of God, I'm stupid? Do you really think I would 
spend my life in this country without knowing its history? Oh no! I 
knew at once who this stranger was and where he came from, and I 
knew at once that his appearance was the sign I had asked the Lord 


for!" His eyes shone and his face blazed with excitement. His voice 
trembled. 

"And now you're here to proselytize?” Indiana asked 
incredulously. 

"I will plant the word of the Lord in their hearts that His seed will 
sprout and the light of true faith will illuminate their souls," 
Kenworthy affirmed. 

"Once you've learned their language," Jill added mockingly. Or 
maybe it was Jane. 

"I have time, my child," Kenworthy replied. “All of us here have 
time. 

All the time in the world.” He smiled briefly. "Haven't you noticed 
that time doesn't pass here?" 

"Excuse me?" said Indiana and Schlomo in unison. 

Kenworthy's smile widened even more. "It is a place of great 
wonder, Dr. 

Jones,” he said. “Time stands still here. Those natives you see out 
there are still the same ones who came here nearly a thousand years 
ago.” 
It took a while for Indiana and the others to digest this news. 
Oddly enough, nobody dared to question Kenworthy's words for even 
a second. 

Finally, one of the girls said very quietly and very seriously: 

“They will kill you, Reverend. As soon as Jake and his men are 
gone." 

"No, they won't," Kenworthy said. "They may be wild and 
untamed, but they are not stupid. They know the difference between 
Jake's criminals and us.” He gestured to himself. “They've already 
begun to trust me. I will learn their language, and when I can speak 
it, I will teach them the Word of God. 

Here and forever. This is paradise lost, my child. And I will, with 
God's help, make it what it was. You can help me if you want." 

He waited a few seconds for an answer—in vain—then he walked 
jerkily to the exit, took one long, indefinable look around, and left the 
kiva. 

The girls looked after him, shaking their heads. "I feel sorry for 
him," 

one of them murmured. 


"Sorry!" Grisswald's voice was so shrill that Indiana and the 
others involuntarily jerked around to face him. "How can you be 
sorry for him? 

The guy's totally cracked!" 

"It could be," Jill said impassively. "But I still feel sorry for him." 

"He believes what he says," added her sister. 

"Yes, and this Jake believes in the value of the gold he steals," 
Grisswald added scornfully. "What does that change?" 

Indiana gave the two girls a meaningful look and a slight shake of 
the head. There was no point in arguing with Grisswald. His time 
was too valuable for that. And besides, Grisswald's aggressiveness 
was apparently just his own personal way of expressing his fear. 

"T don't understand him," Jebediah Kramer said. There was far 
more disappointment and sadness in his voice than anger. "He was 
always a hard man, almost cruel at times. 

But he was never . . . never." 

"He tried to drive us off our land," Susana said. Tears suddenly 
shone in her eyes. 

"Not really," Indiana said. "I'm sure he would have made sure you 
got it back once he had what he wanted." At least the last part of the 
sentence was a lie. Indiana had looked into Kenworthy's eyes and 
seen the fire in them. 

He was fairly certain that once he had reached his destination, 
Kenworthy would have given no more thought to the fate of the 
Kramers. Grisswald was right about that - Kenworthy was crazy. And 
maybe even dangerous. 

"When you're done feeling sorry for that mad missionary," 
Herbert said suddenly, "maybe we should think about how to get out 
of here." He looked around the group demonstratively. 'I don't know 
about you - but I don't want to spend the rest of my life here. 
Especially since that could be damn long.” 

Concerned silence spread in the group. Nobody answered. After a 
while Petryk got up, went to the door and looked out. One of the two 
guards made a threatening gesture with his rifle but didn't complete 
it when he saw that Petryk had no intention of leaving the kiva. He 
just stood there and looked up into the light of the double sun 
without moving; yes, even without blinking. After a few moments, 
Indiana also rose and came to stand next to him. He wanted to say 
something to cheer Shlomo up, but he couldn't find anything. 


Their situation wasn't exactly one that gave you the words of 
encouragement... 

"What have I done?" Petryk murmured. "Good God, what have I 
done?" 

"I've been wondering that since we've been here," said Grisswald 
angrily. 

Indiana gave him such an icy look that after two seconds 
Grisswald stepped back from his seat by the door and sat down with 
the others, some distance away and his arms still defiantly crossed in 
front of his chest. 

"You haven't done anything, Schlomo," Indiana said, turning 
back to Petryk. "It wasn't your fault." 

"Oh yes," Petryk answered bitterly, not taking his eyes off the 
double star in the sky. The blazing light of the supernova began to 
bring tears to his eyes. "It's that damn machine! It all started when I 
invented it!” 

"You had no idea what it was going to do." Indiana gestured 
outside, almost angrily. "No one could have expected this, Shlomo." 

"He's right, Professor Petryk." 

Indiana looked up in surprise as Jill—or maybe Jane, he'd never 
learn to tell the two apart—rose and came over to them. She stopped 
next to Petryk, put her hand on his shoulder and smiled 
encouragingly. 

"We've been here almost a week and I still don't understand what 
this is." 

She looked questioningly at Indiana. 

"I don't get it either," Indiana replied. He shook his head 
helplessly. 

“There's... a crazy theory. I used to laugh about it like everyone 
else, but now...” He made a sweeping gesture at the Anasazi city 
outside. "There are a few scholars who claim that this odd 
arrangement of the houses is no coincidence. The claim that the 
Anasazi secret of the energy currents collected and concentrated 
nature to..." 

"Get them to this," the girl finished when Indiana stopped 
speaking. 

Indiana nodded silently. "But what is it?" 

"I don't know," Indiana admitted. “Sort of... a niche in time. A 
place where time stands still. Maybe it has something to do with the 


supernova. Some kind of radiation, or...” He shrugged. "We'll 
probably never find out." 

"And maybe that's a good thing," she said seriously. "I've always 
believed that there are things people are better off not knowing." 

"But what does all this have to do with Professor Petryk's 
apparatus?" her sister asked. 

Indiana shrugged again. He looked at Schlomo before answering, 
but Petryk seemed oblivious to the conversation. He kept staring up 
at the sky, motionless. 

"I suppose it does the same thing as the supernova radiation, 
somehow," 

he replied, realizing the thin ice he was walking on. “It was 
supposed to be an age determination device, but it's more than that. 
It sort of... punches a hole in time.” 

"Through which we fell to land here." Jill nodded. 

"No wonder Malone and his gang are so keen to get their hands 
on it." 

She sighed deeply. "So far I have understood everything — with 
great difficulty. But if it was Petryk's machine, where did these other 
Indians come from? The kachina they captured that night, and the 
man who died in Mrs. Kramer's house?” Schlomo had obviously been 
listening, because he answered before Indiana could even say, “It all 
started when I first saw it turned on. I've been thinking about it, you 
know. This man showed up... a year ago. At about this time I finished 
my apparatus and did the first experiments. That can not be a 
coincidence. And it got worse the closer we got to this place, 
remember?” 

Jill nodded, and still not looking at her, Petryk continued in a 
toneless voice, “I should have known. Not what, but that something 
was happening. 

I am a scientist I...I need to remember something like this. It's all 
my fault. 

This device... disturbs the peace somehow.” He swallowed a few 
times and clenched his fists to hide his trembling. "I will destroy this 
hapless machine, Dr. Jones. I will destroy it, with my own hands, if 
it's the last thing I do." 

"You'll have to get to it first," Herbert said. "Even if we got out of 
here somehow, there's a whole Indian army out there waiting to 


scalp us, or whatever they did to uninvited time travelers a thousand 
years ago." 

Herbert's remark eased the depressed mood noticeably. One of 
the girls even chuckled. Only Petryk looked reproachfully at fat 
Herbert. 

"I'm serious,” he said. "It's all my fault. And I'll make it up to you 
if I can somehow." 

"Herbert's right, Schlomo," Indiana said calmly. "We can't even 
get out of here." 

"And even if we did, it would be pretty stupid," Grisswald added. 
"This device is our only way out of here." He punctuated his words 
with a glare in Indiana's direction, which Indiana studiously ignored. 
And suddenly Zach spoke up, "But that's not true." 

All eyes turned to the boy in amazement. Even Indiana was 
confused for half a second before he understood what Zacharias 
meant. Then he sadly shook his head. 

"I'm afraid you're wrong, Zacharias," he said. 

"But you-" 

"I said there might be a way here," he said. "But no way back." 

"What is the boy talking about?" Grisswald asked suspiciously. 

"Nothing," Indiana replied. "It was just an idea. No good." 

“Perhaps you can do us the kindness of sharing with us your bad 
ones too." Grisswald growled. "Since all your good ideas have ended 
in disaster, this one might be different." 

Indiana ignored that comment, too, and waved Zach over. The 
boy obediently broke away from his mother's embrace, reached 
under his jacket and pulled out the package wrapped in oiled paper 
that he always carried hidden with him. 

"What's that?" asked Herbert, while Indiana carefully untied the 
package and removed the three layers of oil-soaked paper one by 
one. Jill and Jane also leaned forward curiously, while Grisswald 
tried in vain to pretend that none of this interested him. 

Indiana unwrapped the disc completely, held it in his hands for 
all to see, and handed it to Susana Kramer. Zach's mother took it 
very gently, gave it a few turns in her hands, and then handed it back 
to him. "That is ..." 

",.. the reason Kenworthy hooked up with Jake and his band," 
Indiana said. He smiled weakly. "If it weren't so cruel, I'd think it was 
a good joke. 


It was practically under his nose the whole time.” 

"What the hell are you talking about, Jones?" Grisswald growled. 
He had given up playing offended and had come closer too. 

Indiana pointed to the painted disc. “Of this, Grisswald. The man 
found on the Kramers' farm had it on him. He gave it to the boy 
before he died, but Kenworthy didn't know that. He must have 
thought it was buried with him. 

That's why he did everything he could to chase the Kramers off 
their land. 

He wanted to go to the grave. For this. ” 

"How exciting,” Grisswald growled. "But that doesn't answer my 
question: What the hell is that?" 

"I assume the Anasazi equivalent of Petryk's machine," Indiana 
said quietly. 

Grisswald stared at him. Jill - or Jane - sucked in a breath of 
surprise, and an almost disgusted expression appeared on Susana's 
face as she looked down at the disc in Indiana's hands. 

Shlomo showed the most surprise of all. he asked. "What... what 
do you mean, Indiana?" 

"I suppose this is the key to their world," Indiana said. "You're 
probably right, Schlomo: Your machine is probably disturbing their 
peace somehow... 

at least it must have had some effect on their lives here, otherwise 
they would hardly have sent anyone to investigate for them." 

"How?" asked Petryk, puzzled. 

"Have you forgotten the man who crept around our camp at 
night? Or the stranger Zach's parents took in? I'm sure these two 
were looking for you - or more specifically, your device. I do not 
know why. It doesn't matter either." 

"Then I'll have those two lives on my conscience, too," Petryk 
murmured. 

"Nonsense!" Indiana protested. "You know, Schlomo, with your 
whole nice theory about what your machine has done, you forgot one 
thing." 

Petryk looked at him, confused and shocked at the same time, but 
Indiana deliberately waited a few seconds before continuing. "The 
question is how did the Anasazi get here, nine hundred years before 
you invented your device?" 


Petryk stared at him for a second, completely bewildered, and his 
eyes showed the same incredulous confusion that Indiana had felt at 
the thought of why he hadn't asked this question himself long ago. 

"Here's the answer." Indiana held up the disc. "I am sure about 
that." 

"This thing? " Susana asked confused. 

"It's not just pretty pottery," Indiana said. "You see, Susana--even 
if it goes against your beliefs, and perhaps against everything you 
once learned, there is such a thing as magic." He saw Susana's face 
darken and hastened to add, "The word is perhaps not entirely well 
chosen, because it has primarily negative connotations. But what I'm 
talking about isn't witchcraft or the mumbo jumbo that skillful 
scammers have always used to dupe people. 

Nevertheless, I am sure that there are forces that we humans do 
not yet understand and perhaps never will. And such a power is 
imbued in this disk. 

Just because the Anasazi didn't have our culture and technology 
doesn't mean they were ignorant." 

Susana didn't answer, but her face was working. Indiana could 
imagine how difficult it was for her to believe his words; or rather, to 
get used to the idea that perhaps not everything that was not 
expressly described as good in the Bible necessarily became the work 
of the devil. 

"It must have something to do with the supernova,” he went on, 
though more to Petryk and Grisswald now. “I don't know how, but 
somehow they must have managed to focus their radiation to form 
an open door to this other world.” 

"With that?" Jane - or Jill - asked doubtfully. 

Indiana nodded. "Come on," he said. 

The two sisters, Petryk and, after a moment's hesitation, even 
Susana, followed Indiana to the exit. This time the guard on the 
other side of the door gave them only a fleeting glance, but Indiana 
kept talking, so softly that the man couldn't hear his words. 

"See that wall over there?” He gestured across the large, now 
again almost completely empty, square in the center of town. 

"There's an alcove in that wall," Indiana continued. “It still exists 
even in our time. It's a sacred place—or so we've assumed so far. 
Once a year, and only once, exactly at noon on June 21st , the light of 
the sun falls exactly into this niche. All scientists up to now were of 


the opinion that this was only for ceremonial reasons. But I'm no 
longer sure that's true." 

Susana thought hard for a moment. “You mean that the light..." 

"... falls on this disk and opens the gate with it," whispered 
Petryk. 

"Naturally! That's the way it has to be." 

"They weren't stupid enough to slam the door behind them and 
throw away the key," Indiana confirmed. “Something happened the 
first time you turned on your machine, Schlomo. Something that 
made them realize that their world was suddenly in danger. And they 
sent out a volunteer or two to eliminate that threat." 

"That means we... we're getting out of here?” Herbert asked. 

Petryk was suddenly very excited. He pointed to Herbert and then 
back to the disk in Indiana's hands. "We don't need my machine? 
And you don't call that a good idea, Indiana?” 

"Slow down," Indiana said. He could feel the tension that 
suddenly spread among the others. "First of all, it's just an idea, 
nothing more. 

Nothing and nobody guarantees us that it will work." 

"But at least we can try," said one of the girls. 

"Second," Indiana continued imperturbably, "we can't get out of 
here, and even if we do, we don't know how to use that key--if it is 
one." 

"We can try!" said Jane. "Maybe the Anasazi will help us once 
they realize we are not their enemies!" 

"And third," Indiana concluded, "there is something else that 
goes against basing all of our lives on that vague hope. If my theory is 
correct, then while this is a key of sorts, it only works once a year, 
and even then probably only for a few moments. Right at the time of 
the summer solstice. And there are still nine months to go. I don't 
think we can wait that long." 

Jill - and Jane too, there was no difference - blanched with terror, 
and the eyes of the others lost hope and gave way to terror and 
disappointment. 

Only Herbert suddenly smiled even happier. "What gave you that 
idea, Indy?" he asked. 

Indiana looked at him and Herbert went on, "Did you forget? 

What Kenworthy just told us? In this place time does not pass, 
indiana . It's always June 21st here!" 


The next day 


It must have been him, for they had slept and afterwards received a 
meager meal from their guards, consisting essentially of nothing but 
a bowl of water and a few thin slices of tasteless flatbread. Now they 
were all hungry again, proving to Indiana that in the secret world of 
the Anasazi, external time may have stopped, but their biological 
clocks did not. 

Nor the clocks that human skill had created. Grisswald's pocket 
watch was still working fine, and while its ticking was probably more 
irrelevant to this part of creation than the wind rustling the grass, it 
was telling them that the time for Jake's return was fast approaching. 

They had discussed the previous evening for a long time and had 
finally agreed that this was the only promising time for an escape. 
The city would be full of Indians again, and Jake had probably placed 
most of his gangster army at strategic points to nip in the bud any 
resistance the Anasazi might decide to make. Still, it was the only 
point in time that made sense to them. 

Everyone would be distracted, and they had a great advantage. 
Unlike Jake and his cutthroats, Indiana and Petryk knew Pueblo 
Bonito well; in a Pueblo Bonito nine hundred years older and 
decaying, but a town that remained largely the same. 


At least Indiana hoped so. He hoped so badly that he had bet his 
life on that hope. 

"How much longer?” asked Susana. 

Indiana shrugged and continued to focus on what was happening 
outside, which he could see through a crack in the door. Petryk 
pulled out his pocket watch, flipped the cover open, and answered in 
a low voice. 

"Just a few more minutes. Two, three at most.” He smiled 
apologetic. "I'm not quite sure he's walking right." 

With an audible sigh, he closed his watch again and turned to 
Indiana. "I hope your memory doesn't play tricks on you, Indiana," 
he said. "If this hallway isn't where you think it is, we're in trouble." 

And that's putting it politely, Indiana thought. Despite Jake's fake 
friendliness, he wasn't fooling him. The half-Indian would have him 
and the others killed without batting an eyelid if he even suspected 
that they might become a danger. 

However, he was quite sure that he was not wrong about another 
point either: he had so clearly in mind the five-foot wide and twice as 
deep ditch that cut through the rock beneath the city as if he were 
seeing it: a secret passage running due north-south under the great 
plaza at the heart of Pueblo Bonito, roofless nine hundred years later. 
There was nothing to be seen of that now, of course, but if he drew an 
imaginary line south from the alcove in the wall over there, it would 
end precisely in a group of strikingly large Kivas, and they weren't 
even far from their prison. The presence of the corridor didn't worry 
Indiana - he knew it was there. He wondered how they were going to 
get there without being spotted by either Jake's men or the Anasazi. 
As absurd as it seemed, it was the most dangerous part of their 
journey, but also the shortest. 

He heard the metallic click of Petryk flipping his watch open 
again, and a moment later Petryk's voice: "It should be any moment 
now. Actually, would have-" 

A bright green light outshone the sun and her little sister, and 
before the light was completely gone, Indiana and Zach's father leapt 
forward. 

The two guards in front of the door were taken by surprise. Like 
everyone else, they'd been momentarily blinded by the bright green 
glow, and like everyone else, they'd turned their attention to the four- 
story pueblo across town, clearly not expecting an attack. The one 


Jebediah Kramer grabbed was so surprised he didn't even bother to 
struggle. Indiana's man tried, but it was just an attempt. Barely two 
seconds after the green light flashed outside, Indiana and Jeb 
Kramer dragged the stunned and half-dazed gangsters into the kiva. 
They tied the men with their own belts, put gags in their mouths, and 
laid them on the floor so they couldn't be seen from the outside 
should anyone come by and peek through the door in the next few 
minutes. 

"That's the easy part of the exercise," Indiana said, bending to 
pick up one of the mens’ rifles. He had given the other gun to 
Herbert. He wasn't particularly happy with that choice, but right now 
Herbert was the best support he had. He didn't even trust either 
Grisswald or Petryk to hold a gun by the right end. 

He said “Now behave like good prisoners. And remember - if 
anything goes wrong, try to reach the three great kivas. The corridor 
begins below them. It leads almost straight to the Wall.” No one 
answered, but they didn't have to. They had discussed their plan - if 
one could even call their breakneck project that - often enough. All 
they needed was a tiny bit of luck. Not even much more than it took 
to reach blindly into a lottery wheel and pull out the main prize... 

Indiana's heart began to pound wildly as he was the first to leave 
the prison; standing erect, the captured weapon loose in the crook of 
his arm and his hat pulled so low over his forehead that his face 
could not be seen. 

Behind him Petryk, Grisswald, the two sisters and the Kramers 
left the kiva. 

Herbert, armed like Indiana and wearing the dingy hat of one of 
the two guards, brought up the rear. 

At least they had half the luck they needed. Aside from the two of 
them, who were now well tied up behind them, no other member of 
Jake's gang was anywhere near their prison, Indiana realized with a 
quick glance. A small group of brightly painted Anasazi warriors 
stood a few paces from the entrance, staring at them with 
undisguised hostility. But they obediently gave way as Indiana made 
a beeline for them, raising his gun menacingly. 

Indiana had to control himself not to let his relief show too 
clearly. 

Furtively, he turned his head and looked around. Like yesterday, 
about a thousand Indians had gathered in the large semicircular 


square, and like yesterday, many of them were laden with baskets of 
gold trinkets, bowls, and pots. There wasn't any trace of Jake 
himself, although a minute must have passed since the green glow 
announced his arrival. Indiana quickened his steps a little. So far, 
they had been lucky. But if Jake appeared up there and took just one 
look down, he would wonder where his prisoners were being taken. 

Another group of Anasazi warriors met them. They, too, 
respectfully made way for the armed strangers, but Indiana caught 
the glare they gave them. The pain and anger in their eyes made him 
shudder; an anger that only a man could feel who had spent a 
millennium in perfect peace and harmony and was suddenly 
confronted with a world of violence and terror he did not 
understand. Jake would pay for it, Indiana vowed. And not just for 
that. 

The miracle he had scarcely dared hope for happened: they 
reached the kivas unmolested, and fate favored them once more—the 
three stone buildings were empty, and it took them only moments to 
emerge from behind a tapestry and find the entrance to the 
underground tunnel. 

Petryk was the first to enter and after a few steps disappeared 
behind the entrance in the darkness. Indiana made an inviting 
gesture to Susana to follow him. She hesitated. Despite the dim light 
in here, he could see a great deal of fear spreading across her face. 

"This... is not a good place," she said. "I can feel it, Dr. Jones. It's 
a place where bad things happened. Pagan things. I don't know if I 
even want to go inside." 

Indiana sighed silently but controlled himself. He had an inkling 
of what Zach's mother must have been going through once she 
realized how they were going to return to their own time. "Just 
things we don't understand, Miss Kramer," he said softly. "This part 
of the world is also God's creation, isn't it?" 

"I'm not sure," Susana replied. She ran her hands nervously over 
her dress. “What... is this corridor for?” 

"The priests use it," Indiana said, "to appear out of nowhere at 
their ceremonies.” He smiled. "A cheap sleight of hand, that's all. But 
it might save our lives. Now go, please. Jake will be hunting for us 
first and foremost once he arrives. If we're still here, it's all over. 
Even if he doesn't kill us, we'll be trapped here forever." 


Susana still hesitated, but then she visibly gave herself a tug and 
disappeared into the darkness of the tunnel. 

Indiana walked back to the door while the others followed Petryk 
and Zach's mother. The scene outside had not changed. There was 
still no sign of Jake. 

Two things he discovered at once: the passage was far lower than 
he had expected, for he was painfully banging his skull on the ceiling 
of steel-hard rock--and perhaps Susana wasn't as wrong in her fears 
as he had tried to make her believe. 

Something was here. He felt it. He thought he could breathe it in 
and feel it like an impalpable tingling touch against his skin. 
Something invisible and old, incredibly old. It frightened him, but at 
the same time he felt that this fear was unfounded, for whatever it 
was that he felt was far too powerful and large to give a human even 
enough attention as it should have, to destroy him. Perhaps the 
explanation he had found for the existence of this timeless world was 
a little too simplistic to be true. He did not know. And suddenly he 
didn't want to know anymore. 

He hurried to catch up with the others, whose footsteps he could 
hear in the darkness just ahead. After a while, a blur of light 
appeared in front of him, and then he crashed into one of the others, 
who was obviously moving slower than he was. 

"Dr Jones?” It was Petryk's voice. He trembled audibly. 

"Yes," Indiana replied. “Move on, Shlomo—quickly.” 

"Do you feel it too?" whispered Petryk. “What... what is that? For 
God's sake, what is that?’ 

Maybe just that, Indiana thought. Aloud he said, "I don't know. I 
don't even want to know. Come on - let's make it out of here while we 
still can." 

It got bad in the last few meters. Was it his own fear that was 
choking his breath, or was the darkness really gathering into 
something tangible, pressing down on his body like an invisible 
hundredweight? He did not know. But he wasn't the only one now 
walking so fast that he almost ran the last two dozen steps. 

The corridor ended in a semicircular chamber that barely had 
enough room for them all. The light Indiana had seen shimmered 
through the cracks in the ceiling, which was all woven raffia. Indiana 
saw shadows up there without being able to identify them. 

"Let's go," he said. "We've got risk it!" 


He handed his rifle to Grisswald, raised his arms and gently 
pressed against the ceiling. It moved. Dust and small stones fell into 
his face and made him cough. He suppressed it with difficulty, held 
his breath and pushed up a little harder. He raised his head 
cautiously and peered over the edge of the pit. 

This time their luck was limited. To put it mildly. In fact, they 
were only half a dozen paces from the wall. Even from here, Indiana 
could see the niche in which the disc had been kept: a rectangular 
brick hole in the wall, in which the concentrated light of two suns 
gathered, and there it shone so brightly that it brought tears to his 
eyes. 

That was the good news. 

The bad news was that at least thirty, if not forty or even fifty 
Anasazi surrounded the secret exit of the tunnel. It was a forest of 
tanned, bare thighs and feet that Indiana was looking at. Infinitely 
careful, he lowered himself back down to the others. 

"How's it looking?" asked Herbert. 

"Not very good," Indiana answered truthfully. "It's crawling with 
Indians. 

I don't know if we'll make it." 

"Are you saying we have to stay here?” Susana gasped. “Or even 
go back? Through... through that hideous tunnel?” 

Indiana glanced into the darkness behind her. He, too, felt 
uncomfortable at the thought of having to walk down that corridor 
again and meet that invisible something that inhabited it. 

"Not necessarily," he answered evasively. "Maybe we just have to 
wait a little." 

"Wait? Here?” Susana's voice suggested panic, but Indiana didn't 
blame her. He didn't fare much better himself. Was he wrong, or had 
the darkness behind them somehow... come closer? 

He was about to say something, but at the same moment there 
was a scream from somewhere above them, and half a second later 
the crack of a gunshot reached their ears. Moments later, a second 
shot rang out, and then a chorus of shocked but angry voices rose 
above them. 

"Now," called Herbert. "This is our chance!" At the same time, he 
threw up his arms and just knocked the pit's wicker lid off before 
Indiana could stop him. Huffing, he reached up and clung to the edge 


of the pit, trying to pull up his two hundred and fifty pounds of live 
weight. 

He failed miserably - especially since Grisswald seized the 
opportunity with two quick steps, first using Herbert's voluminous 
behind and then his shoulders as an improvised ladder and being the 
first to leave the pit. 

Half a second later, with a shriek, and arms and legs spread wide, 
he sailed down toward them again, for though chaos must have 
broken out above by now, with a steady stream of shots and screams 
ringing out, the place was still swarming with Anasazi—and it was 
just as Indiana had feared: the Indians made no distinction between 
Jake's men and them, attacking them immediately and without 
warning. 

They didn't stand a chance. 

There wasn't even a real fight. Herbert was suddenly grabbed by a 
dozen hands at once and catapulted out of the pit, and just a second 
later the lead Anasazi dropped down to them, brandishing a short- 
handled ax with a blade of razor-sharp flint. 

With more luck than skill, Indiana managed to snatch the 
Indian's weapon and knock him down with it, but that was about it. 
Two, three, four Anasazi threw themselves on him at once, knocked 
him to the ground and then roughly dragged him out of the pit, and 
the others fared no better. They were thrown to the ground and held 
by dozens of strong, tanned arms. 

Indiana had to fight with all his might against the threat of 
unconsciousness for a few seconds. His skull was pounding like a bell 
being pounded with five-pound mallets, and at least five Anasazi at a 
time sat on his arms, legs, and chest, choking his breath. Blood ran 
into his eyes and he was terribly nauseous. He scarcely felt himself 
being dragged to his feet and roughly kicked about. 

A figure emerged from the blood-soaked streaks before his eyes, 
but it took a while for Indiana to realize he was not facing an 
Anasazi. 

"Kenworthy," he murmured with difficulty. 

"You disappoint me, Dr. Jones,” said Kenworthy. He sighed. The 
look of regret on his face seemed almost genuine. "I had hoped that 
in time we would become friends. Why are you doing something so 
stupid?” He shook his head and gestured to the others who, like 
Indiana, had been grabbed and hauled to their feet by the Anasazi. 


Grisswald was bleeding from an ugly laceration under his right eye, 
and Herbert (who was being held down by six of the short Indians) 
would have a beautiful black eye by the next day at the latest, not to 
mention the countless scrapes and scratches that covered his face. 

"You're just putting your friends in unnecessary danger," 
Kenworthy went on. "What was it you actually wanted to achieve?" 

It wasn't a question of the kind you'd expect an answer to, and 
neither did Indiana. With an effort he lifted his head and craned his 
neck as far as he could to look back at the pueblo. He couldn't see 
much. Scattered shots continued to ring out across the field, and 
here and there a scuffle seemed to be going on. But he couldn't even 
see who was fighting who, let alone who was gaining the upper hand. 

"Don't get your hopes up, Dr. Jones,” said Kenworthy, who of 
course caught Indiana's eye. "No matter who wins, they will not be 
your friends." 

"What... do you want from us, Kenworthy?" Indiana asked with 
an effort. 

He still felt dizzy. He struggled feebly against the Indians' grip 
but achieved nothing more than a tighter grip on him. 

"Me?" Kenworthy looked genuinely surprised. "Nothing, Jones. I 
just want to protect you from harm. Where do you want to go, even if 
your foolish attempt at escape had succeeded? You still don't 
understand where you are? There is nowhere here for you to go to. 
Only this valley.” 

Gradually Indiana's thoughts cleared up again. The pounding 
pain in his head didn't go away entirely, but it subsided to a 
manageable level. He saw now that his first impression had not been 
entirely correct: Kenworthy was by no means the leader of the 
Indians. He could move freely among them, but that was all. They 
tolerated him, nothing more. 

"And you?" he asked for an answer. "What are you up to, 
Reverend?" 

Kenworthy cocked his head. His eyes flashed suspiciously. "What 
do you mean by that?" 

"When you're done here, Kenworthy," Indiana said. "Where do 
you want to go then? Who do you want to convert if you have 
proselytized these people here?" 

"What... do you mean?" asked Kenworthy. He seemed irritated 
and angry, but also just a little bit frightened. 


"You told us yourself yesterday," Indiana replied. "Time does not 
pass here. Eventually you will have no one left to convert to the true 
faith. It may be another thousand years, maybe even longer, but 
eventually even the last Anasazi will know the Bible inside and out. 
What are you going to do then, Kenworthy? Where will you go when 
there is nothing left to do as a missionary?" 

Kenworthy stared at him. He said nothing, but his face lost color. 

"You might think about it," Indiana continued. "I know you think 
you've found something akin to paradise here. But maybe it will 
quickly become the exact opposite for you.” 

"Stop it!" Kenworthy ordered sharply. "No more words!" 

Indiana actually stopped talking. Nor was it necessary. He had 
said enough. He stared hard at Kenworthy for a few more seconds, 
then looked back at the pueblo. 

Meanwhile, at the foot of the four-story building, a fierce scuffle 
had broken out between Jake's men and the Anasazi. Only a few 
shots were fired, and with the Indians outnumbered, there was no 
longer the slightest doubt as to the outcome of the fight. 

Suddenly, the door to the room that held Petryk's machine flew 
open and a hulking figure appeared at the doorway. 

"Wardrobe!" Indiana murmured in surprise. "It's Wardrobe!" 

Of course, there was no way the gangster could have understood 
his words over the distance, but even so, at that precise moment, he 
called out Indiana's name, several times and loud enough to be heard 
clearly over the din of battle. 

"Jonas!" he yelled. "Where are they! Come on, for God's sake! I 
don't know how long we can hold them off! Jonas! Jonas!" 

"Fool," said Kenworthy coldly. "Is this man a friend of yours, Dr. 

Jones?" 

"I... am not sure,” Indiana replied hesitantly. 

"He won't be able to help you,” Kenworthy said. "He'll die like 
everyone else, I'm afraid." 

Indiana looked up at Wardrobe again. A shower of arrows and 
other missiles rained down on the pueblo at that moment, and the 
giant retreated hastily to the safety of the building. Indiana had no 
idea how Wardrobe and the others managed to overwhelm Jake's 
gang, but it seemed their help came too late. 

"Maybe," he said. "But then they're still better off than us or you, 
Kenworthy. I'd rather die than be trapped here for the next thousand 


years— 
or maybe a hundred thousand.” Kenworthy said nothing. He 
stared at him. 

"It's almost over," Indiana said. "Make up your mind, Kenworthy. 
As soon as they're done with Jake's men, they're going to kill us. And 
even if they spare you, you'll be trapped here forever.” 

“What... what can I do?” asked Kenworthy. 

"We know how to get out of here!" said Indiana. "Help us and 
we'll take you with us! Make up your mind — quickly!” 

Kenworthy said nothing. The struggle going on in his head was 
clearly visible on his face. And even before he said it, Indiana knew 
he was unsuccessful. 

"You don't know what you're talking about, Jones," Kenworthy 
said. 

Suddenly his voice was hard and commanding again. 
“Nevertheless, I will try to save all of your lives. Even if you don't 
deserve it.” He gave Indiana a sneer, then turned to Susana. He 
reached up to caress her cheek, but Susana cocked her head back as 
far as her guards' grip would allow, and Kenworthy didn't complete 
the movement. 

"Don't touch me!" said Susana. Her voice sounded hateful. 

"Don't you dare touch me!" 

Kenworthy sighed. "You're hurting me, my child," he said. "But I 
forgive you. You will get back on the right path after just a little time 
has passed. 

You will stop hating me and learn to love me again." 

Susana didn't even answer, just continued to stare at him, her 
eyes burning with anger, and Kenworthy turned away with a 
regretful shrug and bent down to Zacharias. 

"And you, my boy? You, too, will-" 

Zechariah spat at him. 

Kenworthy broke off mid-speech. For a second he just stared, 
then his face contorted with hatred. He screamed, jumped back half 
a step, and slapped Zach so hard the boy fell to the ground. His 
jacket fell open and the disc he had hidden underneath fell out. 

And at that moment something amazing happened. 

The Anasazi screamed. Those holding Zach released him in 
horror, but immediately grabbed him again, this time to help him up 
- and they did it with movements whose meaning was obvious. 


Zechariah was no longer their prisoner. 

"What does this mean?" asked Kenworthy, puzzled. He wanted to 
bend down for the disc, but he couldn't get to it. A short, brightly 
made-up figure blocked his path and raised an ax menacingly. 

"Hey!" said Kenworthy, clearly upset. "What are you thinking? 
You-" 

The Anasazi simply struck. At the last moment he turned his 
hatchet so that the broadside of the blade struck Kenworthy's face. 
Still, the blow was powerful enough to throw him to the ground, 
where he lay groaning. 

The Anasazi turned and stooped next to the clay disk, 
reverentially, and picked it up. Slowly he approached Zacharias, 
knelt down in front of him and handed him the disk. 

And finally, Indiana understood. 

The strong hands that had been holding him up to now suddenly 
disappeared and the others were also let go, so abruptly that Herbert 
lost his balance and landed on the seat of his pants with a surprised 
cry. 
Indiana didn't even notice. He was far too busy gaping at the 
Anasazi, who one by one fell to their knees before Zacharias and 
bowed their heads in humility. 


The battle was long over by the time Indiana and the others reached 
the pueblo. Miraculously, although Jake's bandits had used their 
weapons ruthlessly, neither they nor the Anasazi had died, but there 
had been a large number of seriously injured, which Jill, Jane, and 
Susana Kramer combined to treat after Zach gestured to the Indians 
that they could trust the three women. The boy visibly and to the 
fullest enjoyed the role he was playing so suddenly. And why not, 
Indiana thought. After all, it wasn't often that you got a whole world 
for free. And it was no less what the dying Anasazi put in Zach's 
hands when he gave him the disc. It would remain a short dream that 
might only last for hours, but he didn't begrudge Zacharias that. 

The interior of the pueblo also offered a sight of devastation. Half 
a dozen of Jake's men lay tied and their noses bloody, and one look 
at Wardrobe's wide grin made it unnecessary to ask who was 
responsible. 


The giant had not come alone. Besides himself and Malone, Hook 
and Scarface were also in the chamber. Jake sat in the green feather 
coat but without his kachina mask and tied up like a Christmas 
package. In this stance, he made every effort to alternately stare at 
Wardrobe and Indiana. 

And next to him was Petryk's box on the floor. 

"Hello, Malone," Indiana said after he'd climbed into the room 
right behind Petryk. "I never thought that one day I'd be really happy 
to see you again. And you too, of course, Wardrobe.” 

The giant grinned, and Malone said, "That was a last-minute 
rescue, wasn't it?” He chuckled. "I'm sorry if things ended up looking 
a bit dicey— 

but we had some...difficulties getting our friend to help out here." 
He looked down at Jake, who was glaring at him hatefully. 

"Looks like you managed it on your own," Wardrobe mumbled. 
Then he asked, "How did you actually do that?" 

"That's a long story," Indiana replied evasively. "And I'm not 
quite sure I understand it myself yet. As long as we got through it.” 
He nodded toward the box Jake was leaning against. 

"Did something hit that thing?" 

"Nah," Wardrobe grinned. "Works great. Otherwise, I wouldn't be 
right here, would I?" 

"And we'd have trouble getting back, too," Malone added. He 
looked at Indiana, then at Petryk's machine for a very long time and 
very thoughtfully. 

“So that's the marvel. Actually, it looks harmless." 

"So does a piranha," Indiana said. "I still don't want one in the 
bath." 

Malone chuckled. "Don't worry, Dr. Jones. We're going to get that 
piranha off your back. It won't cause anyone any more trouble." 

"That's right,” Indiana said cheerfully. "Because the thing stays 
here." 

Malone blinked. "What?" 

"We're not taking it,” Indiana said. 

"Wait a minute!" Malone suddenly didn't look happy at all. “We 
had an agreement! We helped you, and you promised us this 
machine in return!" 

"I stand by that," Indiana said. “Please help yourself, Malone. It's 
yours." 


Malone obviously didn't understand anything anymore. "What's 
this about?" he asked. 

"We can't take it with us," Petryk said for Indiana. “Don't you get 
it: it's kind of a... one-way street. It brought us here and it can bring 
us back, but it itself will stay here. We can't take it with us. Thank 
God," he added very quietly. 

"Is that true?” Malone asked. 

"I'm afraid so," Indiana said. “I'm sorry, Malone, you will have to 
disappoint your clients. Nothing will come of the million.” Malone 
said nothing. It worked in his face. 

"He set you guys up!" Jake said. He laughed evilly. “You shouldn't 
have trusted him, you idiots! He knew that from the start.” 

"No, I didn't,” Indiana said. "But to be honest - it wouldn't have 
changed anything." 

Malone turned to Petryk. "Can you build that thing again?” 

"I could," Petryk replied. "But I certainly won't do it. I'd rather 
stay here.” He was silent for a moment, then said, “Maybe I'll do that 
anyway.” 

"There's another option," Jake said. “Listen to me, Malone. 
Against what's up for grabs here, for a million you would have gotten 
for this thing is just pocket change! Untie me and I help you get ten 
million! All of you!" 

"A tempting thought," Malone said. His gaze lingered on Jake's 
face for a second, then swept over the machine and finally over the 
faces of Wardrobe, Hook and Scarface. Then, very slowly, he raised 
the submachine gun he was armed with - and aimed it at his men. 

"Unfortunately, nothing will come of it," he said. "And you'd 
better put the idea out of your mind of taking up Jake's offer, too." 

"Huh?" Wardrobe said. "Have you gone crazy, boss?" 

"Not at all," Malone sighed. "I can only imagine the temptation 
for someone like you, Wardrobe. Hence this little precaution.” He 
gestured accordingly. "Dr Jones, find a gun and keep it on them. 
Those three are dangerous.” 

Dr Jones did nothing of the sort. He stared at Malone. 

"What's that supposed to mean?" Wardrobe demanded. 
"Someone like me?" 

Malone sighed. His free hand slipped into his pocket and came 
out with a slim leather case. "It doesn't matter now anyway, " he said. 
“So, I can tell you the truth: my name isn't Malone. It's Marten. 


James Marten. CIA.” He looked at Indiana almost apologetically. 
"I'm sorry, Dr. Jones. But we knew that a lot of people wanted 
Professor Petryk's invention. This disguise seemed safest to me.” 

"CIA?" Wardrobe murmured, stunned. Hook and Scarface also 
stared at the supposed gang boss in disbelief. 

"I'm sorry, but that's how it is," Malone confirmed. 

"It's a thing," Wardrobe said, reaching into his jacket. Malone 
made a threatening gesture with the submachine gun, but Wardrobe 
smiled reassuringly and, very carefully, pulled his hand out again. He 
didn't hold a gun, just a leather portfolio similar to Malone's. 

"Well, to be honest,” he said, suddenly without an accent, "my 
name isn't Wardrobe either. My name is Winston Smith. FBI.” 

Indiana suddenly didn't know whether to laugh or cry. He stared 
at the FBI ID in Wardrobe's/Smith's hand for a second. But only 
until Hook also reached into his pocket and pulled out a similar case. 

"While we're at it,” he said, taking his eye patch off, revealing a 
perfectly healthy, unharmed eye. "Stephen Caine, NSA." 

"And my name," added Scarface, "is Perkins. Rod Perkins, MI5. 
This is my identification." 

"Oh," Malone said simply. Jake said nothing. He was preoccupied 
with turning pale. 

Indiana didn't say a word either. He just stood there for a full 
minute, glancing at the four "criminal" badges in turn, then, still 
without saying a word, turned and walked back to the ladder. 

"Hey!" said Malone. "Where are you going, Dr. Jones? We have a 
lot to talk about!’ 

"Later," Indiana replied, reaching for the ladder. "I need to speak 
to Jill and Jane urgently." 

"About what?" Malone asked. 

Indiana sighed. "I really need to ask them which secret service 
they belong to." And with that he climbed down the ladder as fast as 
he could and asked the twins. 

They answered readily. 


